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It is often said and rardy trne iŁat a particular ncjvd deSes 
classification or even description, Such however seems truth- 
fully to be tbe case with Yladimir Naboko'/s LOLITA- It bas 
been caUed eveiytbmg from “a strong, a distorbing book” (The 
Manchester Gnaidian) and "a distinguisbed ncwel” (Graham 
Greene) to ‘‘tbe funniest book I remember baving read” (John 
HoHander in The Partisan Review). It bas been described as 
“Old Europę debauching young America,” and as “Young 
America debauching old Europę,” as “a joke on our national 
cant about youth,” “a cutting exposć of cbronic American 
adolescence and sbabby materiałism,” and “a diabolic master- 
piece.” And rardy in literary histoiy have so many different 
critics fdt compdled to mention so many different writers in 
their search for paiallds to LOLITA and infiuences on its 
autfaor. The gamut runs frpm Balzac to Scott Fitzgerald, from 
Aiistophanes to James Thurber, from Freud and Krafft-Ebmg- 
to Lewis Carroll and Charles Dickens. 

As might be espected of a book wbich bas given rise to sucb 
■widespread and varied comment, tbe history of LOLITA sińce 
it Srst appeared has been a fescinating one. It was three years 
after original pubbcation by the Olympia Press in Paris that 
it was finaHy published in America in a bardcover edition 
under the distinguished Putnam imprint, and this Crest re¬ 
print marks its first and only appearance as an American 
paperbound edition. 

We give you, tfaen, LOLITA, in fuH agreement with The 
Reporter Magaaine, whose reviewer, Richard Schikd, said in 
the issue of November 28, 1957, “In many ways the most 
remarkable—^and certainly the most original—^novd written 
in English during recent years.” 


“Yladimir Nabotoy leamed Englisib at his English 
goyemess’ IcBee. His family belonged to the landed Russian 
aristocracy, but his liberal-minded father gave up his posi- 
tion at the Tsar’s court, sardonicaBy advertised his court 
uniform for sale, later was assassinated by Russian monarch- 
ists. As a refugee from the Revolution, Yladimir worhed 
for a Cambridge degree, lived in France and Germany, 
wrote eight novels in Russian. 

“Since coming to the U. S. in 1940, Nabohoyhas divided 
his time between teaching, lepidopterology (he is a Pro¬ 
fessional coUector with seveial unique butterfly specimens 
to his credit) and a brilliant new literary career in which 
he has evolved a vivid English style which combines Joy- 
cean word play with a Proustian evocation of mood and 
setting." ^ 

—TIME MAGAZINE 


Tbe Crest rmprtrjt on oułsfandmg ficiion, prevf~ 
ousl-j ofailable onty in bigber-priced editions, is 
your guar<mtee of exciting and entertaining rśKding. 
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FOREWORD 


Louta, or fhe Confession of a Wbite Widowed Małe," 
snob weie tbe two titles under wbicb the writer of the present 
notę received tbe strange pages it preambuJates. "Hnmbert 
Humbeit," their author. Ład died in legał captivity, of coronaiy 
thrombosis, on November 16,1952, a few days before his trial 
was scheduled to start. His lawyer, my good friend and relation, 
Clarence Choate Clark, Esg., now of the District of Columbia 
bar, in asking me to edit the manuscript, based his reguest on a 
clause in his ch'ent's wiU wbicb empowered my eminent consin 
to use his discretion in afl matters pertaining to the preparation 
of "LoHta" for print. Mr. Clarlds decision may have been in- 
fluenced by the fect that the editor of his choice had fust been 
awarded the Poling Prize for a modest work (“Do the Senses 
make Sense?!’) wherein certain motbid States and perversions 
had been discussed. 

My task proved simpler than eithei of us had anticipated. 
Save for the coirection of obvious solecisms and a careful sup- 
pression of a few tenacious details that despite "HJi.” ’s own 
efiorts still subsisted in his text as signposts and tombstones 
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(fndicatfye of places-or persons that fasfe would conceal and 
compassion spare), tbis lemaikable memoii is presented intact. 
Its authoi^s bizaire cognomen is his own invention; and, of 
course, fhis mask—thiough whicb fwo hypnotic eyes seem to 
glow —had to remain unUfted in accordance with its weaxer’s 
wish. While "Haze” oniy rhymes with the heToine's real sur- 
name, her first name is too closely inteiwound with tbe inmost 
fiber of the book to allow one to aJter it; nor (as the reader will 
perceive for himself) is tbere any piactical necessity to do so. 
References to ciime may be looked up by the in- 

giiisitiye in the daily papers for September 1952; its cause and 
pmpose would have continued to remain a complete mystery, 
had not this memoir been permitted to come nnder my read- 
ing lamp. 

For the benefit of old-fashioned readers who wish to follcrw 
the destinies ot the “real” people beyond the “tnie” story, a 
few^details may be given as received from Mr. "WindmuIIer,” 
of “Ramsdale,” who desires his identity suppressed so that “tbe 
long shadow of this sorry and sordid business” should not reach 
.tbe community to which be is proud to belong. His daughter, 
“Louise,” is by now a college sophomore, “Mona DahF' is a 
student in Paris. “Rita” has recently married the proprietor of 
a hotel in Flońda. Mrs. “Richard F. Schiller” died in cbildbed, 
giving birth to a stillbom girl, on Christmas Day 1952, in Cray 
Star, a settlement in tbe remotest Northwest. “Vivian Dark- 
bloom” has written a biography, “My Cue,” to be pubhshed 
shortly, and critics who have perused the manuscript cali it her 
hest book. The caretakers of the yarious cemeteńes invoJved 
report that no gbosts walk. 

Yiewed simply as a novel, “Loliła” deals with situations and 
emotions that would remain exasperating]y vague to tbe reader 
had their expTession been etiolated by means of platitudinous 
evasions. Tnie, not a single obscene term is to be found in the 
whole Work; indeed, the robust philistine who is conditioned 
by modem conventions into accepting witbout guaJms a Iavish 
array of fonr-letter words in a banał novel, will be guife shocked 
by their absence bere. If, however, for this paradorical prade's 
comfort, an editor attempted to diJute or omit scen es that a 
certain type of mind might cah "aplirodisfac” (see in fhis 
respect the monumentaJ decision rendered December 6, 1953, 
b}' Hon. John Af. Woolsey in regard to another, considerably 
morę outspoken, book), one would ha\'e to forego the publica- 
tion of “Lolita” altogether, sińce fhose vcry scenes that one 
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migbt ineptiy accuse of a sensnons edsfence of tŁeir owu, aie 
tbe most stnctly {anctional ones m tbe development of a tragic 
tale tending unweryingly to notbiag less tban a morał apotb- 
eosis. The cynie may say tbat commercial pomography makes 
tbe same claim; tbe leamed may coimfer by asserting tbat 
"HU." ’s impassioned confessfon is a tempest m a test tab^ 
tbat at least 12% of American adnit males-^a “conservative” 
esfimate according to Dr. Blanche Schwaizmann (yeibal com- 
municatfon)—en/oy yearly, in one way or another, tbe special 
eiperience “HM." desenbes with snch despaii; tbat had our 
deraented diaiist gone^ in the łatał sttmmer of 1947, to a com- 
pefent psycbopatbologfst, theze wouJd have been no disaster; 
but tben, aeitbei would tbeie bsve been tbis booh 

Tbis commentator may be ezcused for rgjeating what he 
has stressed in his own booŁs and lectures, namely tbat “of~ 
fensfre” is fregnentiy bnt a synonym for '"nnusuaT'; and a great 
Work of art is of conrse ahróys odginał, and thus by its veiy 
naturę should come as a morę or less shocking suiprise, I have 
no intention to glorify “HM.” No doubt, be is horrible, he is 
abject, be is a sbining ezample of morał leprosy, a miiture of 
ferocity and focułarity tbat betrays supieme miseiy peibaps, 
but is not condociye to attractiyeness- He is ponderonsly capri- 
dous. Many of his casuał opimons on tbe people and sceneiy 
of tbis country are łudicrous. A desperate honesty tbat tbrobs 
tbroiigb his confession does not absoIve him from sins of dia- 
bolical cunning. He is abnormaL He is not a gentleman. Bat 
baw magicalły his singing vioIin can conjme up a tendresse, a, 
compassion for Lobta tbat makes us entranced •with tbe book 
whiłe abhorring its authorł 

As a case histoiy, "Lolfta" •wOł become, no doubt, a cłassic 
in psychiatrie cirełes. As a work of art, it transcends its expia- 
tory aspccfs;''and stiłł morę important to ns tban scientific 
signiffcance and hterary worth, is tbe etbicał impact tbe book 
shoułd have on tbe senous reader; for in tbis poignant personał 
sfudy there łurks a generał łesson; tbe ■wayward clrild, the 
egotistic motber, tbe panting maniac—tbese are not only rńdd 
characters in a um'qne story; they wam us of dangeious trends; 
they point out potent edłs. “Lobta” shoułd make ab of us— 
parenfs, sociał workers, educators—apply ourselyes with stib 
greater yigilance and yision to tbe task of faiinging up a better 
generarion in a safer world. 

Widwortb, Mass. John Ray, Jr., PhD. 
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Part One 




1 


Louta, L'ght of my life, fire of my loins. My sin, my sonL 
Lo-lee-ta: Óie tip of the tongue taldng a trip of three steps 
down the palate to tap, at three, on the teeth. Lo. Lee, Ta. 

She was Lo, pkin Lo, in the moming, standing four feet 
ten in one sock. She was Lola in slacks. She was DoUy at 
school. She was Dolores on the dotted linę. Bnt in my arms 
she was always Lolita. 

Did she have a precnrsor? She did, indeed she did. In point 
of fact, there might have been no Lolita at aH had I not loved, 
one summer, a certain initial girl-child. In a princedom by the 
sea. Oh when? About as many years before Lolita was bom as 
my age was that summer. You can always count on a mnrderer 
for a fancy prose style. 

Ladies and genilemen of the jury, eshibit number one is 
what the seraphs, the misinformed, simple, noble-winged 
seraphs, envied. Look at this tangle of thoms. 
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I WAS bOhn in 1910, in Paris. My father ■was a gentle, easy-go- 
ing person, a salad of racial gen es: a Swiss Citizen, of mized 
Frrach and Austrian descent, with a dash of the Danube in his 
veins. I am going to pass around in a minutę some lovely, 
glossy-blue pic^re-postcards. He owned a Imcurious hotel on 
łie Riyiera. His father and two grandfatfaers had sold winę, 
jewels and silk, respectively. At thirty he mairied an Enghsh 
girl, daughter of Jerome Dunn, the alpinist, and gianddaughter 
of two Dorset parsons, experts in obscuie subjects—^paleo- 
pedology and Aeolian harps, respectively. My veiy photogenic 
mdther died in a freak accident (picm'c, lightning) when I was 
three, and, save for a pocket of wannth in the darkest past, 
nothing of her subsists witbin the hoHows and deUs of mem- 
oiy, over which, if you can stiD stand my style (I am writing 
under observation), the sun of my infancy had set: snrely, you 
all know those redolent remnants of day suspended, wiói the 
midges, about some hedge in bloom or suddenly entered and 
traversed by the rambler, at the bottom of a hiÓ, in the sum- 
mer duslq a furty warmth, golden midges. 

My mothefs elder sister, Sybil, whom a cousin of my £a- 
theds had married and then neglected, seired in my immediate 
family as a kind of unpaid govemess and housekeeper. Some- 
body told me later that she had been in love with my father, 
and that he had lightheartedly taken advantage of it one rainy 
day and forgotten it by the time the weather cleared. I was 
extremely fond of her, despite the rigidity—the fatal rigi^ty— 
of some of her rules. Perhaps she wanted to make of me, in the 
hiUness of time, a better widower tban my father. Aunt Sybil 
had pink-rimmed azure eyes and a wazen complezion. She 
wrote poetry. She was poetically supersfatious. She said she 
knew she would die soon after my sńcteenth birthday, and did. 
Her husband, a great traveler in perfumes, spent most of his 
time in America, where eventually he founded a firm and ao- 
ąuired a bit of leal estate. 

I grew, a happy, healthy child in a bright world of illustrated 
booH clean sand, orange trees, friendly dogs, sea vistas and 
smiling faces. Around me the splcndid Hotel Mirana revolved 
as a kind of private unirerse, a white%vashed cosmos within the 
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blae greater one that blazed outside. From the aproned pot- 
scrabber to the flanneled potentata, everybody liked me, every- 
body petted me. Elderly American ladies leaning on their 
can« listed to^vaId me like towers of Pisa. Ruined Rnssian 
princesses whó could not pay my father, bought me expensive 
bonbons. He,.mon cher petit papa, took me out boating and 
bildng, tangbt me to swim and dive and water-sld, read to me 
Don Quixote and Les Misómbies, and I adored and respected 
him and felt glad for him whenever I overbeard the servants 
discuss his various lady-friends, beautiful and kind beings who 
madę much of me and cooed and shed precious tears over my 
cheerful motherlessness. 

I attended an English day school a few miles from home^ 
and there I played rackets and fives, and got excellent marks, 
and "was on perfect terms with schootmates and teachers alike. 
The only definite sexual events that I can remember as having 
occurred before my thirteenth birthday (that is, before I first 
saw my little Annabel) were: a solemn, decorous and purely 
theoretical talk about pubertal surprises in the rosę garden of 
the school with an American kid, Óie son of a then celebrated 
morion-picture actress whom he seldom saw in the three- 
dimensional world; and some interesting reactions on the part 
. of my orgam'sm to certain photographs, pearl and umbra, with 
infinitely soft partings, in Pichon’s smnptuous La Beaufd 
Humaine that I had Sched from under a mountain of marble- 
bound Graphics in the hotel library. Later, in his delightM 
debonair manner, my father gave me aD the information he 
thought I needed about sex; this was just before sending me, in 
the autumn of 1923, to z lycóe in Lyon (where we were to 
spend three winters); but das, in Sie summer of that year, 
he was touring Italy with Mme de R, and her daughter, and I 
had nobody to complain to, nobody to consulL 
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Annabel was, like the writer, of mfaced parentage: half-Eng- 
lish, half-Dutch, in her case. I remember her features far less 
disrinctly today than I did a few years ago, before I knew 
Lolita. There are two kinds of visual memory: one when yon 
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slcillfull 7 recreate an image in the latoratory of your mind, 
with your eyes open (and then I see Annabel in sucb geneial 
terms as: "honey-colored sldn," “thin arms,” ‘Tjrown bobbed 
hair,” 'long lashes,” “big bright mouth”); and the otherwben 
you instanfly eyoke, with shut eyes, on the darlc innerside of 
your eyelids, the objectiye, absolutely optical replica of a be- 
loved face, a little ^ost in natuial colors (and this is how I 
seeLolita). 

Let me therefore primly limit myself, in desciibing Annabel, 
to saying she was a Iovely child a few months my junior. Her 
parents were old friends of my aunt^s, and as stufEy as she. 
They had rented a yilla not far from Hotel Mirana. Bald brown 
Mr. Leigh and fet, powdered Mrs. Leigh (bom Yanessa van 
Nesś). How I loathed theml At first, Annabel and I talked of 
peripheral aflfairs. She kept lifting handfuls of fine sand and 
letting it pour through her fingers. Our brains were tuned the 
way those of intelligent European preadolescents were in our 
day and set, and I doubt if much indmdual genius should be 
assigned to our interest in the plurality of inhabited worlds, 
'competitive tennis, infinity, solipsism and so on. The softness 
and fragility of baby animals caused us the same intense pain. 
She wanted to be a nurse in some femished Asiatic countryj I 
wanted to be a femous spy. 

Ali at once we were madly, clumsdy, shamelessly, agonizing- 
ly in love with each other; hopelessly, I should add, because 
Óiat frenzy of mutual possession might have been assuaged 
only by our actually imbibing and assimilating eyery particie of 
each othei^s soul and flesh; but there we were, unable even to 
matę as slum chfldren would have so easily found an oppor- 
tunity to do, After one wild attempt we raade to meet at nigbt 
in her garden (of which morę later), the only privacy we were 
aDowed w'as to be out of earshot but not out of sight on the 
populous part of the plagę. There, on the soft sand, a few fert 
away from onr elders, we would sprawi all moming, in a petn- 
fied paroxysm of desire, and take advantage of every blcssed 
qnirk in space and time to touch each other: her hand, half- 
hidden in the sand, would creep toward me, its slender brown 
hngers sleepwaBdng nearer and nearer; then, her opalescent 
kuce would start on a long cautious foumej" sometimes a 
chance rampart built by youngcr children granted us sufficient 
concealment to graze each othcds salty lips; these incomplete 
contacts drove our healthy and inezperienced young bodies to 
such a State of ciasperation that not even the cool blue v/ater, 
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under -which we still dawed at eact other, conld bring rebeŁ 
Among some tieasures I lost during the wanderings of my 
adnlt years, there was a snapshot taken by niy'aunt wbicb 
sbowed Annabd, ber parents 'and tbe staid, elderly, lamę 
gentleman, a Dr. Ck)oper, wbo tbat same summer courted my 
aunt, grouped around a table in a sidewalk cafć. Annabel did 
not come out welł, caugbt as sbe was in the act of bending 
over ber chocolat and ber tbin bare shoulders and the 
parting in ber bair were about all tbat conld be identified (as I 
lemember tbat picture) amid the sunny biur into wbicb ber 
lost loveliness graded; but I, sitting somewhat apart from the 
lest, came out witb a bind of diamatic conspicuousness; a 
moody, beetle-browed boy in a dark sport sbirt and weE-. 
tailored wbite shorts, bis legs crossed, sitting in profile, looking 
away. Tbat pbotograpb was taken on the kst day of our fatd 
summer and just a few minutes before we madę our second 
and finał attempt to tbwart fate. Under the flimsiest of pro-, 
texts (tbis was our very last chance, and nothing really mat- 
tered) we escaped from the cafó to the beacb, and found a 
desolate stretcb of sand, and there, in the violet sbadow of 
some red rocks forming a land of cave, had a brief session of 
avid caresses, witb somebod/s lost pair of sun^sses for only 
witness. I was on my knees, and on the point of possessing my 
darbng, wben two bearded batbers, &e old man of the sea 
and his brotber, came out of the sea witb exclamations of 
ribald encouragement, and four montbs later sbe died of 
typhus in Cotfu. 



I LTAF AGAiN and again tiirough ftese miserable memories, and 
keep aslang myself, was it then, in the gbtter of that remote 
sunmier, that the rift in my life began; or was my excessive 
desire for that child only the first evidence of an inberent 
singularity? When I try to analyze my own ciavings, motives, 
actions and so forth, I surrender to a sort of retrospective 
imagination wbicb feeds the analytic faculty with boundless 
altematives and which causes each rdsualized route to fork and 
rc-fork witbout end in the maddeningly complex prospect of 
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my past. I am conyinced, however, that in a certain magie and 
fateful way Lolita began with AnnabeL 
I also bnow that the shock of Aiinabel’s death Consolidated 
the frustration of that nightmare summer, madę of it a peima* 
nent obśtade to any further romance thronghout the cold 
years of my youth. The spiritual and the physical had been 
blended in us with a perfection that must remain incompre- 
hensiTjle to the matter-of-fact, ciude, standard-brained young- 
sters of today. Long after her death I felt her thoughts floating 
throngh minę, Long before we met we had had the same 
dreams. We compared notes. We found strange affinities. The 
same June of the same year (1919) a stray canary had fluttered 
into her house and minę, in two widely separated countries. 
Oh, Lolita, had you loved me thusi 
I have reserved for the conclusion of my "Annabel” phase 
the account of.our unsuccessful first trysL One night, she 
managed to deceive the yicious yigilance of her famfly. In a 
nervous and slender-leayed mimosa grove at the back of their 
villa we found a perch on the ruins of a Iow stone wali. 
Through the darkness and the tender trees we could see the 
arabesąues of lighted Windows which, touched up by the 
colored inks of sensitiye memory, appear to me now like 
playing cards—presumably because a bridge gamę was keeping 
the enemy busy. She trembled and twitch^ as I kissed the 
comer of her parted lips and the hot lobe of her ear. A clustCT 
of stars palely glowed aboye us, between the silhouettes of long 
thin leayes; that yibrant sky seemed as naked as she was under 
her light frock, I saw her face in the sky, strangely distinct, as 
if it emitted a faint radiance of its own. Her legs, her lovely 
liye legs, were not too close together, and when my hand 
loeated what it sought, a dreamy and eerie expression, half- 
pleasure, half-pain, came over those chOdish features. She sat a 
httle higher than I, and wheneyer in ber solitary eestasy she 
was led to lass me, her head would bend with a sleepy, soft, 
drooping moyement that was almost woeful, and her bare 
knees caught and compressed my wrist, and slackened again; 
and her ąuiyering mouth, distorted by the acridity of some 
mysterious potion, with a sibflant intake of breath came ncar 
to my face. She would try to relieye the pain of lcrv'e by first 
roughly rubbing her dty lips against minę; then my darling 
would draw away with a nervous toss of her hair, and then 
again come darkly near and let me feed on her open mouth, 
while uith a generosity that was rcady to offer her eyerything, 
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my heart, my throat, tny entrafls, 1 gave lier to hołd in her 
awlcward fist Ihe scepter of my passion. 

I recall the scent of some Idnd.of toflet powder—I believe 
she stole it from her mother’s Spanish maid—a s^tish, lowly, 
musky perfume. It mingled with her crwn biscuity odor, and 
my senses were suddenly fiUed to the brim; a sudden commotion 
in a nearbybush prevented them from overflowing—and as we 
drew away from each other, and with aching veins attended 
to what was probably a prowling cat, tbere came from the 
bouse her moóiei^s voice calling her, with a rising frantic notę 
—and Dr. Cooper ponderously limped out into the garden. 
Bat that mimosa grove—^the haze of stars, the tin^e, the 
flame, the honeydew, and the ache remained with me, and 
that little girl with her seaside limbs and ardent tongue 
haunted me ever sińce—until at last, twenty-four years later, 
I broke her speH by incamating her in ąnother. 
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The dats of my youth, as I loolc bach on fiiem, seem to 8y 
away from me in a flurry of.pale repetitive scraps like those 
moming snów storms of used tissue paper that a train passen- 
ger sees whirling in the wake of the observation car. In my 
sanitary relabons with women I was piactical, irom'ca] and 
biisk. While a college student, in London and Paris, paid 
ladies sufficed me. My studies rrere meticulous and intense, 
although not particularly fruitful. At first, I planned to take a 
degree in psychiatry as many mangnd talents do; but I was 
even morę manąud than that; a peculiar exhaustion, I am so 
oppressed, doctor, set in; and I switched to English literaturę, 
where so many frustrated poets end as pipe-smoking teachers 
in tweeds. Paris suited me. I discussed Soviet movies with 
ezpatriates. I sat with uranists in the Deux Magots. I published 
tortuous essays in obscure ioumals, I composed pastiches: 

. . . Frauldn von Kulp 

may tum, her hand upon the óoor; 

I will not foUow her. Nor Fresca. Nor 
that GulL 
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, A paper of minę entitled "The Proustian theme in a letter 
from Keats to Benjamin Bailey” was chuclcled over hy the six 
or seven scholars who read it I launched upon an “Histoire 
abrdgde de la po^e anglaise” for a prominent publishing 
firm, and then started to compile that manuał of French 
literaturę for English-spealdng students (with comparisons 
drawn from English wnters) which was to occupy me 
throughout the forties—and tihe last volume of which was 
almost ready for press by the time of my arresL 

I found a job—teaching English to a gronp of adults in 
Auteuil. Then a school for boys employed me for a couple of 
winters. Now and then I took advantage of the acąuaintanccs 
I had formed among social wotkers and psychotherapists to 
visit in their company varions institutions, such as orphan- 
ages and reform schools, where pale pubescent girls with 
matted eyelashes could be stared at in perfect impunity 
remindful of that granted one in dreams. 

Now I wish to introduce the following idea. Between the 
age limits of nine and fourteen there occur maidens who, to 
certain bewitched travelers, twice or many times older than 
they, reveal their true naturę which is not human, but 
nymphic (that is, dempniac); and these chosen crcatures I 
propose to designate as “nymphets.” 

It will be marked that I substitute time tenns for spatial 
ones, In fact, I would have the reader see "nine” and "four¬ 
teen” as the boundaries—the mirrory beaches and rosy rocks— 
of an enchanted island haunted by those nymphets of minę 
and surrounded by a vast, misty sea. Between those age limits, 
are all girl-children nymphets? Of course not. Otherwise, we 
who are in the know, we lone yoyagers, we nympholepts, 
would have long gone insane. Neither are good looks any 
criterion; and vulgarity, or at least what a given community 
terms so, does not necessarily impair certain mysterious char- 
acteristics, the fey grace, the elusive, shifty, soul-shattering 
insidious charm that separates the nymphet from such coeva]s 
of hers as are incomparably morę dependent on the spatial 
World of synchronous phenomcna than on that intangible is¬ 
land of entranced time where Lolita plays with her h1:es. With- 
in the same age limits the numbcr of truć nymphets is strDc- 
in^y infcrior to that of provisionally plain, or just nice or 
"cute,” or cven "s^\•cet’' and “attractiYe,’' ordinar>’, plumpish, 
formlcss, cold-skinned, essentially human Httle girls, yith tum- 
mics and pigtails, who may or may not tum into adults of grcat 
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beauty (look at the ngly dumplings in blacie stocldngs and 
wbite bats that are metamorphosed into stunning stars of the 
screen). A normal man given a group photograph of school 
giils Ol Girl Scouts and asked to point out the comeliest one 
\rill not necessarily choose the nymphet among thern. You 
have to be an aitist and a madman, a creature of infiiute 
melancholy, with a bubble of hot poison in yout loins and a 
super-voluptuous flame permanently agjow in your subtie spine 
(oh, how yon have to ctinge and hidel), in order to discem 
at once, by ineffable signs—^the di^tiy feline outline of a 
cheekbone, the dendemess of a downy limb, and other indices 
whieb despair and shame and teais of tendemess forbid me to 
tabulate—the littłe deaffly demon among the wbolesome chil- 
dren; she stands unrecdgtuzed by them and iinconsdous hersdf 
of ber fantastic power. 

Furthermore, sińce the idea of time plays snch a magie part 
in the matter, the student should not be suiprised to leam that 
there must be a gap of several years, never less than ten I 
should say, geneially thirty or forty, and as many as ninety in a 
few known cases, between maiden and man to enable the latter 
to come under a nymphet's spelL It is a ąuestion of focal ad- 
justment, of a certain distance that the inner eye thrills to sur- 
mount, and a certain contrast that the mind perceives with a 
gasp of pervetse delight When I was a child and she was a 
chfld, my little Annabel was no nymphet to me; I was her 
eąual, a fauniet in my own right, on ttiat same enchanted is- 
land of time; but today, in September 1952, after twenty-nine. 
years have elapsed, I tiiink I can distinguish in her the initial 
feteful elf in my life. We loved each other with a premature 
love, marked by a fierceness that so often destroj^ adult lrves. 
I was a strong lad and survived; hut the poison was in the 
wound, and the wound remained ever open, and soon I fonnd 
myself maturing amid a civiłization which aHows a man of 
tw€nty-five to court a girl of sisteen but not a gid of twelve. 

No wonder, then, &at my adult life during the European 
period of my esistence proved monstrously twofold. Overtly, I 
had so-called normal relationships with a nmnber of terrestrial 
women having pumpldns or pears for hreasts; inly, I was con- 
sumed by a fińnace of loealized lust for every passing 
njniphet whom as a law-abiding poltroon I never dared ap- 
proach. The human females I was allowed to wield rr^ere but 
^lbative agents. I am ready to believe that the sensations I 
derived bom natural fomication were much the same as those 
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Icnown to nonnal big males consorting witŁ their normal big 
mates in that routine rhythm wbich sbakes the world. The 
trouble was that those gentlemen had not, and I had, caught 
glimpses of an incomparably morę poignantbliss. The dimmest 
of my poIIn{ive dreams was a thousand times morę dazzling 
than all the adulteiy the most viTile writer of genius or the 
most talented impotent might imagine. My world was split. I 
was aware of not one but two sexes, neither of which was minę; 
both would be termed female by the anatomist. But to me, 
through the prism of my senses, "they were as different as mist 
and mast/^ AU this I rationalize now. In my twenties and early 
thirties, I did not understand my throes ąuite so clearly. While 
my body knew what it craved for, my mind rejected my bod/s 
every plea. One moment I was ashamed and frightened, an- 
other recklessly optimistic- Taboos strangulated me. Psycho- 
analysts wooed me with pseudohTjerations of pseudohbidoes. 
The fact that to me the only objects of amorous tremor were 
sisters of AnnabeUs, ber handmaids and girl-pages, appeaied to 
me at times as a foremnner of insanity. At other times I would 
teU myself that it was aU a ąuestion of attitude, that there was 
really nothing wrong in being moved to distraction by girl- 
children. Let me remind my reader that in England, with the 
passage of the Children and Young Person Act in 1933, the 
term “girl-chfld” is defined as “a girl who is over eigbt but 
under fourteen years” (after that, from fourteen to seventeen, 
the statutory deSnition is “young person”). In Massachusetts, 
IJ.S., on the other hand, a “wayward child” is, technically, one 
“between seven and seventeen years of age” (who, moreover, 
habitually associates with vicious or nnmoral persons). Hugh 
Broughton, a writer of controversy in the reign of James the 
First, has proved that Rahab was a harlot at ten years of age. 
This is aU very interestjng, and I daresay you see me alr^dy 
frothing at the mouth in a 6t; but no, I am not; I am just 
winJdng happy thoughts into a little tid^e cup. Here are some 
morę pictures. Here is Virgil who could the nymphet sing in 
single tonę, but probably preferred a lad’s peritonium. Here 
are two of King Akhnaten’s and Queen Nefertiti’s pre-nubile 
Nile daughters (that loyal couple had a litter of six), weanng 
nothing but many necklaces of bright beads, relaxed on cush- 
ions, intact after three thousand years, wth their soft browm 
puppybodies, cropped hair and long ebony e>’es. Here are some 
brides of ten compeUed to seat themsclvcs on the fascinum, 
the ririle ivory in the temples of clayjical scholarship. Mar- 
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riage and coliabitatioii before the age of puberty are stffl not 
nncpmmon in certain East Indian pro\'inces. Lepcba old men 
of eighty copnkte v?ith girls of eight, and nobody minds. 
After aH, Dante feU madly in Iowę -with his Beatrice ■when she 
was niDĄ a spadding girleen, painted and lovely, and be- 
feweled, in a crimson frwic, and this was in 1274, in Florence, 
at a private feast in the meny monłh of May. And when 
Petiarch feU madly in love with his Laureen, she was a fair- 
haired nymphet of twelve running in the wind, in the pollen 
and dust, a flower in flight, in the beautiful plain as desciied 
from the hills of Yaucluse. 

But let ns be piim and cwilized. Hmnbert Hmnbert tried 
haid to be good. ReaUy and truły, he did. He had the utmost 
respect for ordinaiy children, with thełr purity and yulner- 
abiiity, and under no circumstances would he have interfered 
with the iimocence of a child, if there was the least rish of a 
row. But how his heart beat when, among the innocent throng, 
he espied a demon child, “enfant charmante et iomhe,” dim 
eyes, faright lips, ten years in jail if you only show ber you are 
loołiig at her, So life went Humbert was perfectly capable of 
intercourse with Eve, but it was Lflitihi he longed for. The bud- 
stage of breast development appeais early (10.7 years) in the 
seąuence of somatic changes accompanyińg pubescence. And 
the next maturational item awaflable is the first appeaiance of 
pigmented pubie hair (11.2 years). My little cup brims with 
tiddles. 

A shipwreclc. An atoli. Alone with a drowned passenger^s, 
shivering child. Darling, this is only a gamei How marvdous 
were my fanded adventures as I sat on a hard park bench pre- 
tending to he immersed in a trembling book. Around the quiet 
scholar, nymphets played freely, as if he were a familar statuę 
or part of an old tree's shadow and sheen. Once a perfect little 
beauty in a tartan frock, with a datter put her heav3y aimed 
foot near me upon the bench to dip her slim baie arms into me 
and tighten the strap of her rołłer skate,.and I dissolved in the 
sun, uith my book for fig leaf, as her aubnm ringlets feh aH 
over her skinned knee, and the shadow of leaves I sbaied 
pulsated and melted on her radiant limb next to my chame- 
leonic cheek. Another time a red-baired school girl hung o\’er 
me in the mótio, and a reselation of ashlary russet I ohtained 
rcmained in my blood for weeks. I could list a great numbet 
of these one-sided diminutive romances. Some of them ended 
in a rich flavor of heB. It bappened for instance tbat from my 
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balcony I would notice a lighted window across the Street and 
■wnat looked like a nymphet in the act of undressing before a 
cooperatiye mirror. Thus isolated, thus removed, the vision 
acąuired an especiaHy keen chann that madę me race with all 
speed toward my lone gratification. But abruptly, fiendishly, 
the tender pattem of nudity I had adored would be trans- 
formed into the disgusting lamp-lit bare arm of a man in hb 
underclothes reading his paper by the open wiudow in the hot, 
damp, hopeless summer m‘ght. 

Rope-skipping, hopscotch. That old woman in black who sat 
down next to me on my bench, on my lack of joy (a nymphet 
was groping under me for a lost marble), and asked if I had 
stomachache, the insolent hag. Ah, leave me alone in my 
pubescent park, in my mossy garden. Let them play around me 
foreyer. Never grow up. 


A propos: i have often wondered what became of those 
nymphets later? In this wrought-iron world of criss-cross cause 
and effect, could it be that the hidden throb I stole from them 
did not affect theii futurę? I had possessed her—and she never 
feew it. AU right. But would it not teU sometime later? Had I 
not somehow tampered with her fetę by involving her image in 
my Yoluptas? Oh, it was, and remains, a source of great and 
terrible wonder. 

I leamed, however, what they looked lilce, those ]ovely, mad- 
dening, thin-armed nymphets, when they grew up. I remember 
walking along an animated Street on a gray spring aftemoon 
somewhere near the Madeleine. A short slim girl passed me 
at a rapid, high-heeled, tripping step, we glanced back at the 
same moment, she stopped and I accosted her. She came hard- 
ly up to my chest hair and had the Idnd of dimpled round little 
face French girls so often have, and I liked her long lashes and 
tight-fitting tailored dress sheathing in pearl-giay her youug 
body which shTl retained—and that was the nymphic echo, Ąe 
chill of delight, the leap in my loins—a childish somcthing 
mingling wth the professional łićtiUement of her smaU agile 
rump. I asked her price, and she promptly rcplied with 
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melodioas silyery predsion (a bird, a veiy bird!) Ceat I 
tried to haggle bnt she saw the awful lone longing in my Icn^ 
erei eyes, directed so far down at ber lound forebead and mdi- 
mentaiy bat (a ban^ a posy); and with one beat of ber lashes; 
‘Tant pis ” sbe sai^ and madę as if to mo\^e away. Perhaps 
only tiiree years earlier I migbt ba\’e seen ber coming borne 
tom scboolf That evocation settled the matter. Sbeled me np 
the nsual steep stairs, witfa the nsual beb clearing the way for 
the monsieor wbo irnght not caie to meet another monsieur, 
on the moamfnl cbmb to the abiect roora, ab bed and bidet 
As usual, she ashed at once for ber petit cadean, and as nsual 
I asked ber name (Moiuąne) and ber age (eighteen), I was 
pretty web acąuainted with the banał way of streetwaBcers. 
They ab answer “dix-hnif"—a trfm twitter, a note of finabty 
and wistful deceit wbich they emit np to ten times per day, the 
poor bttle creatures. But in Moniqne’s case tbere could be 
no doubt she was, if attything, adding one or two years to ber 
age. This I deduced from many detaiłs of ber compact, neat^ 
curiously innnatare body. Hasing shed ber clothes wifli fes- 
cinating lapidity, she stood for a moment parfly wrapped in 
the dingy gauze of the window cnrtain bstening with infantile 
pleasure, as pat as pat could be, to an ojgan-grinder in the 
dusb-brimming courtyard below. Wben I ejcamined ber smab 
hands and dr^ ber attention to tbeir gmbby fingemabs, sbe 
said with a nalw frown “Oui, ce n'est pas hien,” and went to 
the wasbbasia, bat I said it did not matter, did not matter at 
ab. With ber brown bobbed hair, luminous gray eyes and pale * 
skin, sbe looked perfectiy charming. Her hips were no bigger 
than those of a squatting lad; in fact, I do not besitate to say 
(and indeed this is tbe reason wby I linger gratefnby in that 
gauze^y room of memoiy watb bttle Moniąne) that among 
the ei^ty or so gnies I bad had operate upon me, sbe was the 
only one tbat pr^e me a pang of genuine pleasure. “U dtait 
malin, celui qui a myentó ce łrac-R” sbe commented amiably, 
and got back into ber dotbes wnth the same higb-st>'Ie speed. 

I asked for another, morę elaborate, assignmenl later the 
same evemng, and sbe said she would meet me at the comer 
cafć at nine, and swore she had nc/er posd nn lapin in ab ber 
young life. We retumed to die same loom, and I could not 
help sa>ing how wry pretty she was to which she answered 
"Tu es hien gentil de dire ęa," and tben, noticing 
what I noticed too in the mirror reSecting our smab Eden— 
the dreadful grimace of clenched-teeth tendemess that dis- 
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torted my mouth—dutiful little Moniąue (oh, she had been 
a njropheł: all right) wanted to know if she should ieinove 
the layer of red from hef lips avant gu'on se couche in case I 
platmed to kiss her. Of course, I planned it. I let myself go 
with her morę completely than I had with any young lady be- 
fore, and my last vision that night of long-lashed Moniąue łs 
touched up with a ^iety that I fod seldom associated with any 
event in my humiliating, sordid, tacitum love life. She looked 
tremendously pleased with the bonus of fifty I gave her as 
she trotted out into the ApriI night drńcde with Hurabert 
Hnmbert lumbering in her narrow wake. Stopping before a 
window disphy she said with great gusto; “Je vais m'acheter 
des basl” and never may I forget the way her Parisian childish 
lips exp1oded on “bas," pronouncing it with an appetite that 
aB but changed the “a” into a brief buoyant bursting “o” as in 
“bot" 

I had a datę with her next day at 2:15 p.m. in my own 
rooms, but it was less successful, she seemed to have grown less 
iuvenile, morę of a woman ovemighL A cold I caught from ber 
led me to cancel a fourth assignment, nor was I sorry to break 
an emotional senes that threatened to burden me with beart- 
rending fantasies and peter out in duli disappointment So let 
her remain, sleek, slender Moniąue, as she was for a minutę or 
two; a delinąuent nymphet shining through the matter-of- 
fact young whore. 

My brief acąuaintance with her started a train of thought 
‘that may seem pretty obvious to the reader who knows the 
ropes. An advertisement in a lewd magazine landed me, one 
braye day, in the ofiEce of a Mile Edith who began by offering 
me to choose a kindred soul from a coHection of rather formal 
photographs in a rather sofled album. ("Regardez-moi cetfe 
belle brunel”) When I pushed the album away and somehow 
managed to blurt out my criminal craving, she looked as if 
about to show me the door; however, after asking me what 
price I was prepared to disburse, she condescended to put me 
in touch with a person gui pouirait arranger la chose. Nejct 
day, an asthmatic woman, coarsely painted, garrulous, garlicky, 
with an almost farcical Provenęal accent and a black mustache 
above a purple lip, took me to what was apparently her own 
domicde, and there, after explosively łdssing the bunched tips 
of her fat fingers to signify the delectable rosebud ąuality of 
her merchandise, she theatrically drew aside a curtain to reveal 
what I judged was that part of fhe room wbere a large and un- 
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fastidicras femay usually slepL It -was cow empty save for a 
momtrously plump, sallow, repulsi^-dy plain girl of at least 
fifteen viith red-ribboned thick black braids who sat on a cbair 
perfanctoray nursing a bald doB. When I sboolc my head and 
tned to shuffle out of the trap, the woman, taTktng fast, began 
removing the dingy woolen leisey from the young giantess' 
torso; theo, seeing my determination to leave, she demanded 
son argent. A door at the end of the room v?as opened, and two 
men who had been dining in the Idtchen ioined in the 
sąuabble. They weie misshapen, bare-necked, very swarthy and 
one of them wore dark glasses. A smah boy and a begrimed, 
bowlegged toddler lurkó behind them. With the łnsolent 
logie of a nightmare, the enraged piocuiess, indicating the man 
in glasses, said he had served in the pobce, lui, so ^at I had 
better do as I xvas told. I went up to Marie—for that was her 
stehai name—v/ho by then had ąuietly tansferted her heavy 
haunches to a stool at the Idtchen table and resumed her in- 
terrupted soup whfle the toddler picked up the doli. With.a 
surge of pity dtamatizing my łdiotic gesture, I thrust a bank- 
notę into her indifferent band. She surrendered my gift to the 
ex-detective, whereupon I was suSeied to leave. 



I no NOT if the pimp’s album may not ha^ been an- 
other link in the dais>'-chain; but soon after, for my own safety, 
I decided to marry. It oanirred to me that regular hours, homc- 
cooked meals, all the conrentions of marriage, the prophylactic 
routine of its bedroom acti\'ities and, who knows, the m'entual 
fiowering of certain morał \alues, of certain spiritual substi- 
tutes, mfght help me, if not to purge myself of my dcgrading 
and dangcrous desires, at least to kt^ them under pa cifie cou- 
trol. A little money that had corae my way after my fathcr’s 
dcath (nothing very grand—^thc Mirana had been sold long 
bcforc), in addition to my striłang if somewhat brutal good 
looks, allowcd mc to en ter upon my ąuest with cąuanimih'. 
After considerable dclibeiation, my choicc fcU on the daughter 
of a Polish doctor: the good man happened to be treating me 
for spells of dizziness and tacbvcardb. We plajTd diesr, his 
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. daughter watched me from beliind her easel, and inserted eyes 
or knuckles borrowed from me into £he cubistic frash that 
accomplished misses then painted instead of lilacs and lambs. 
,Let me repeat with quiet force: I was, and sbH am, despite 
mes malbeuis, an exceptionally handsome małe; slow-moving, 
tali, with soft daik hair and a ^oomy but all the more seduo- 
tive cast of demeanor. Exceptional yirility often reflects in frie 
subjecfs displayable features a suUen and congested something 
that pertains to what he has to conceal. And this was my case, 
Weil did I know, alas, that I could obtain at the snap of my 
fingers any adult female I chose; in fact, it had become quite 
a habit with me of not being too attentive to women lest they 
come toppling, bloodripe, into my cold lap. Had I been a 
franęais moyen with a taste for fcshy ladies, I might have 
easily found, among the many crazed beauties that l^hed my 
gnm rock, creatures far more iascwating than Valeria. My 
choice, however, was prompted by considerations whose es- 
sence was, as I realized too late, a piteous compromise. All of 
which goes to show how dreadJEuDy stupid poor Humbert al- 
ways was in matters of sex. 


8 


Althotigh i told mysełf i was looldng merely for a soothing 
presence, a glorified pot-au-feu, an anunated merkin, what 
really attacted me to Yaleria was the imitation she gave of a 
little girl. She gave it not because she had divined something 
about me; it was }ust her style—and I feU for it. ActuaHy, she 
was at least in her late twenties (I never established hą- ocact 
age for even her passport lied) and had mislaid her vir^nity 
under circumstances that changed with her reminiscent 
moods. I, on my part, was as naive as only a pervert can be, 
She looked flnffy and frohcsome, dressed d h gamine, sbowed 
a generous amount of smooth leg, knew how to stress the wbite 
of a bare instep by the black of a velvet slipper, and pouted, 
and dimpled, and romped, and dimdled, and shook ber short 
curly blond hair in the cutest and tritest fashion imaginable. 

After a brief ceremony at the makie, I took her to the ncw 
apartment I had rented and, somewbat to her surprise, had her 
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Trear, before I tonched ber, a giri's plain nigbtsbirt tbat I bad 
managed to filcb from tfae linen doset of an orpbanage. I de- 
ri\’ed some fon bom tbat naptial night and bad the idiot in 
hysterics by sunrise. But rrabty soon asserted itself. The 
bleached cufi revealed its melanic root; the down tnmed to 
pricldes on a sbaved sbin; the mobfle moist mouth, no matter 
how I stntEed it with Iove, disdosed ignominionsly its resem- 
blance to the corresponding part in a treasured portrait of ber 
toadlOce dead mama; and presently, instead of a yjale bttle 
gutter girl, Humbert Humbert bad on bis bands a large, pnffy, 
sbort-legged, big-breasted and practicaDy brainless baba. 

This State of afEairs lasted from 1935 to 1939. Her oniy asset 
was a muted naturę wbich did hdp to produce an odd sense of 
comfort in our smaH sąuabd fiat: two rooms, a bazy view in 
one window, a brick w^ in the other, a tiny Idtcben, a sboe- 
sbaped bath tub, within wbich I felt like Marat but with no 
wbite-necked maiden to stab me. We bad ąnite a few cozy 
evetungs tógether, sbe deep in ber Paris-Soir, I worldng at a 
rickety table. We went to movies, bicyde races and boiing 
matcbes. I appealed to ber stale flesb very seldom, only in 
cases of great urgency and despair. The grocer opposite bad a 
bttle daugbter wbose shadow diove me mad; but with Valeria’s 
help I did find after ab some legał outlets to my fantastic 
predicament As to cooldng, we tacitly dismissed the pot-au-feu 
and bad most of our meals at a crowded place in me Bona¬ 
parte wbere tbere were winę stains on the table doth and a 
good deal of foreign babble. Ajod nezt door, an art dealer dis-, 
played in bis cluttered window a splendid, flamboyant, green, 
red, golden and inky blue, andent American estampe—a loco- 
motive with a gigantic smokestack, great baroąue l^ps and a 
tnemcndous cowcatcher, haubng its marnie coacbes tbrougb 
the stormy prairie night and mudng a lot of sparic-studded 
bbck smoke with the furry thunder douds. 

Thcse bursL In the summer of 1939 mon oncle cTAmerigue 
died bcąueathing me an annual income of a few łhousand dol- 
lars on condition I came to bve in the States and show’ed some 
intcrest in his business. This prospect was most welcome to 
me. I fdt my life needed a shake-up. Tbere was anothcr thing, 
too: moth holes had appeared in the plush of matrimonial 
c^fort. During the last weeks I had kcpt noticing that my 
rat Valcria was not ber usual selb, had acąuired a queer rest- 
Icssncss; e\-cn showed something hke irritation at times, whicb 
was quite out of kecping with ibe stock character she was 
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^pposed to impersonate. When I infonned her we were short- 
ty to sail for New York, she looked distressed and bewfldered. 
There were some tedious difficultieś with her papers. She had 
a Nansen, or better say Nonsense, passport which for some 
reason a share in her husband’s solid Swiss citizenship could 
not easily transcend; and I decided it was the necessity of 
ąueuing in the pióiectme, and other formalities, that had 
madę her so listless, despite my patiently describing to her 
America, the country of rosy children and great trees, where 
life would be such an improvement on duli dingy Paris, 

We were coming out of some ofBce building one moming, 
with her papers almost in order, when Yaleria, as she waddled 
by my side, began to shake her poodle head vigoronsty without 
saying a word. I let her go on for a while and then asked if she 
tfaought she had something inside. She answered (I translate 
from her French which was, I imagine, a translation in its 
tum of some Slavic platitude); “There is another man in my 
life.” 

Now, these are ugly words for a husband to hear. They 
dazed me, I confess. To beat her up in the Street, there and 
then, as an honest yulgarian might have done, was not feasible. 
Years of secret sufEerings had taught me superhuman seU- 
control. So I ushered her into a taxi which had been invitingty 
creeping along the curb for some time, and in this comparative 
priyacy I ąuietly suggested she comment het wild talk. A 
mounting fury was suffocating me—^not because I had any par- 
4icular fondness for that figurę of fun, Mme Humbert, but be¬ 
cause matters of legał and fliegal conjunction were for me alone 
to decide, and here she was, Yaleria, the comedy wife, brazenly 
^ preparing to dispose in her own way of my comfort and fate. 

I demanded her IoycFs name. I repeated my ąuestion; but she 
kept up a burlesąue babbie, discoursing on her unhappiness 
uith me and announcing plans for an inunediate divorce. 
“Mais qui est-ce?” I sbouted at last, strildng her on the kn^ 
with my fist; and she, without even wincing, staied at me as if 
the answer were too simple for words, then gave a quick shrug 
and pointed at the thick neck of the taxł drrver. He pulled up 
at a smali cai6 and introduced himself. I do not remember his 
ridiculous name but after all those years I stiU see him quite 
clearly—a stocky Wbite Russian ex-colonel with a bushy mus- 
tache and a crew cub there were thousands of them plying 
that fool’s trade in Paris. W^e sat down at a table; the Tsarist 
ordered uinĄ and Yaleria, after applying a wet napkin to her 
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Łnee, went on taUdng—into me tather than to ste ponted 

words into this dignified receptade with a yolubility I Ład nev- 
er suspected she bad in ber. And eveiy now and then sbe would 
yollej' a burst of Slavic at ber stolid lover. The situation was 
preposterous and became even morę so wben the taxi-colone^ 
stopping Yaleria with a possessive smile, began to r^old bis 
views and plans. With an atrodous accent to bis carefol 
Frencb, he delineated the world of Iotc and work mto whicb 
be proposed to enter band in band with bis cbild-wife Yaleria, 
She by now was preening herself, between him and me, roug- 
ing ber pursed b'ps, tripling ber cbin to pick at ber blouse- 
bosom and so fortii, and be spoke of ber as if sbe were absent, 
and also as if sbe were a Idnd of bttle ward tbat was in the act 
of being tiansferred, for ber own good, from one wise guardian 
to anoUier even wiser one; and although my belpless wrath 
may have eiaggerated and disbguied certain impressions, I can 
swear tbat be actuaHy consulted me on sucb things as ber dieb 
ber periods, ber wardrobe and the books sbe bad read or sbould 
read. "I think,” be sald, “sbe will like Jean Chiistopbe?” Oh, 
be was quite a scholar, Mr, Taxovich. 

I put an end to this gibbeiisb by suggesting Yaleria pack np 
ber fcw belongings immediately, upon whicb tbe platitudinons 
colonel gabantly offered to carry ftem into the car. Reverting 
to his Professional State, be drove the Humberts to their resi- 
dence and all the way Yaleria talked, and Humbert the Terrible 
deliberated with Humbert the Sms^ wbether Humbert Hum¬ 
bert sbould kill her or her Iover, or both, or neither. I remem-, 
^ once handling an automatic bdonging to a feBow student, 
in the days (I has-e not spoken of them, I think, but never 
mtnd) wben 1 toyed with the idea of enjoying his little sister, 
a most diaphanons njmpbet with a black bair bow, and &en 
shooting mj-self. I now wondered if Yalecbka (as Ibe colonel 
cahed her) was really wnrth shooting, or strangbng, or drown- 
ing. She had very sidnerable legs, and I decided I would bmit 
mj-sclf to hurting her very horribly as soon as we were alone. 

But we ner-er were. Yalecbka—by now shedding torrents of 
tean tinged with the mess of her rainbow make-up,—started 
to fili aiiyhow a trunk, and tw'o siutcases, and a bursting carton, 
and \isions of putting on my mountain boots and taking a 
running Idck at her rmnp were of course impossible to put into 
ttecuHon with the cursed colonel boYcring around aH the time. 
I cannot say he bchar-cd insolcntly or anj-thing like tbat; on 
tbc contraiy, he displayed, as a smali ńdeshow in the theat- 
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ricals I had been inveigled in, a discreet old-wodd ciyilitF 
punctuating movements with aH sorts of mispronounced 
apologies (j si dernannde pardonnc-—excuse me—est-ce gue 
fai puis—^may I—and so forth), and tnming away tactfuHy 
whęn Yalecbka took down with a flourish her pink panties from 
tiie clotiiesline above the tub; but be seemed to be all over the 
place at once, le ^edm, agreeing his frame with the anatomy 
of the flat,^ reading in my chair my newspaper, untying a 
knotted string, rolling a cigaiette, counting the teaspoons, 
yisiting the batbioom, helping his moll to wiap up the dectric 
fan her father had given her, and carrying streetward her lug- 
gage. I sat with arms folded, one hip on the window sili, dying 
of hate and boredom. At Jfest both were out of iie quivering 
apartinent—the vibration of tiie door I had slammed after 
them still rang in my every nerve, a poor substitute for tiie 
badchand slap with which I ought to have hit her across the 
cheekbone according to the rules of the movies. ClumsOy play- 
ing my part, I stomped to the bathroom to check if they had 
taken my English toilet water; th^ had not; but I noticed with 
a spasm of fierce disgust that the fonner Counselor of the 
Tsar, after thoroughly easing his bladder, had not flushed the 
toflet That solemn pool of alien urine with a soggy, tawny 
cigarette butt disintegrating in it struck me as a crowning 
insult, and I wildly looked around for a weapon, Actually I 
daresay it was nothing but middle-class Russian courtesy (with 
an oriental tang, perhaps) that had prompted the good colonel 
(MaximovichI his name suddenly taxies back to me), a very 
toimal person as they all are, to mufBe his private need in de- 
coroussilenceso as not to underscore the smali size of his hosfs 
domicile with the rush of a gross Cascade on top of his own 
hushed triclde. But this did not enter my mind at the moment, 
as groaning with ragę I ransacked the kitchen for something 
bettef than a broom. Then, canceling my search, I dashed out 
of ^e house with the heroic decision of attacking him bar©' 
fisted; despite my natuial vigor, I am no pugilist, while the 
short but broad-shouldered Maximovich seemed madę of pig 
iron. The void of the Street, revealing nothing of my wife's 
departure except a rhinestone button that she had dropped in 
the mud after preserving it for three unnecessary years in a 
broken box, may have spared me a bloody nose. But no matter, 

I had my little revenge in due time. A man from Pasadena told 
me one day that Mrs. Maximovich nće Zborovski had died in 
chUdbirth around 1945; the couple had somehow got over to 


30 



Califoraia and bad been nsed there, for an ex<^ent salaiy, in 
a year-long esperiment conducted by a distingnisbed Amencaii 
ethnologist. The experiment dealt with htunan and lacial re- 
actions to a diet of bananas and dates in a constant position 
on an fonrs. My infonnant, a doctor, swore be bad seen -witb 
his own eyes obese VałecbŁa and bet colonel, by- tben giay- 
haiied and also ąuite corpnlent, diligently crawling about tbe 
wB-swept floois of a brigbtly lit set of rooms (fnut in one, 
nater in anotber, mats in a third and so on) in the company 
of seveial otber bired quadrupeds, selected brom indigent and 
helpless groups. I tried to find tbe resnlts of these tests in tbe 
Review of Anthiopology; but tbey appear not to bave been 
pnblisbed yeL Tbese scientific products take of couise some 
time to fructuate. I bope tbey wiH be fllustrated -with good 
photograpbs when tbey do get piinted, altbougb it is not 
s^ery Iftely that a prison bbrary will barbor sncb emdite woiks. 
The one to which I am resfcricted tbese days, despite my law- 
yn^s favors, is a good erample of the inane edecticism govem- 
ing the selection of books in prison libiaiies. Tbey bave the 
Bibie, of course, and Dickens (an ancient seb N.Y,, G. W. 
DiDingham, Publisher, MDCCCLXXXVII); and tłae CbH- 
drcn*$ Eneyclopedia (with some nice photograpbs of sunsbine- 
faaired Girl Scouts in sborts), and A Murder Is Announced 
by Agatha Christie; but tbey also bave sucb coruscating trifles 
as A Yagabond In ItaJy by' Peicy Elpbinstone, aufiior of 
Venfce Reńsited, Boston, 1868, and a comparativeIy recent 
(1946) Who's Wbo in the Limeligbt—actors, producers,’ 
playwTights, and shots of static scenes. In looking throngh the 
latter Yolume, I was treated last night to one of ftose dazzling 
coincidences that logidans loathe and poets lov’e. I ttansciibe 
most of the page: 

P}m, Roland. Bom in Lnndy, Mass., 1922. ReccJyed sfcage 
Iraining at Elsinore Playhouse, Derhy, N.Y. Madę debut in 
Sunbtmt. Among his many appearances are Two BlocŁs 
frorn Hcre, Tbe Girl in Grecn, Saambled Hushands, The 
Strange Mushroom, Toucb and Go, John Loyelr, I Was 
Dieaming of You. 

Qunty, Clare, American dramatisŁ Bom irTOcean City, 
h.]~, 1911. Educated at Columbia Unirersity. Started on a 
TOmmerdal career but tumed to playmiting. Anthor of 
Ibe Littlc N}mpb, The Lady who Lmcd Ligbtning (in 
coLaborabon witb Yisian Daikbloom), Dark Age The 
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Sfrange Mushioom, Fatberly Love, and others. His many 
plays for children are notable. Little Nympb (1940) trav- 
eled 14,000 miles and played 280 perfonnances on tbe road 
during the winter before ending in New York, Hobbies: 
fest cars, photography, pets- 
Qume, Dolores. Bom in 1882, in Dayton, Obio. Studied 
for stage at American Academy. First played in Ottawa in 
1900. Madę New York debut in 1904 in Never Talk to 
StrangCTS. Has disappeared sińce in [a list of some thirty 
plays foUows.] 

How tbe look of my dear love’s name, even affixed to some 
old hag of an actress, still makes me rock with helpless painl 
Perhaps, she might have been an actress too. Bom 1935. Ap- 
peared (I notice the sh'p of my pen in the preceding paragraph, 
but please do not correct it, C3^ence) in The Mmdeied Pisy- 
■might Quine the Swine. Guilty of kiUing Qnilty. Oh, my 
Lolita, I have only words to play withl 


9 

DrvoRCE PROCEEDiNGS dclayed my voyage, and the gloom of 
yet another World War had settled upon the globe when, after 
a winter of ennui and pneumonia in Portugal, I at last reached 
. the States. In New York I eagerly accepted the soft job fetę 
offered me: it consisted mainly of thinking up and editing per- 
fume ads. I welcomed its desultoiy character and pseudoliter- 
ary aspects, attending to it whenever I had nothing better to 
do. On the other hand, I v/as urged by a war-time university in 
New York to complete my compaiative history of French 
literaturę for English-speaking students. The first yolume took 
me a couple of years during which I pul in seldom less than 
fifteen hours of work dady. As I look back on those days, I sec 
them diyided tidily into ample h'ght and narrow shade: Ąe 
h’ght pertaining to the solące of research in palatial libranes, 
the shade to my excruciating desires and insomnias of which 
enough has been said. Knowing me by now, the reader can 
easily imagine how dusty and hot I got, trying to catch a 
glimpse of nymphets (alas, alwaj'S remote) playing in Central 
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Parlc, and Łow repulsed I ^vas by the glitter of deodor^ • 1 
caieer gids that a gay dog iń one of the ofiBces kept unloading 
npon me. Let ns skip aH that A dreadful breakdown sent me 
to a sanatorium for morę than a yeai; I went back to my wotk 
—only to be hospitalized again. - - . 

Robust outdoor ^ife seemed to promise me some relief. One 
of my fayorite doctors, a charming cynical chap with a little 
brown beard, had a brother, and this brother was about to lead ; 
an eżpedition into arctic Canada. I was attacbed to it as a 
“recorder of psychic reactions.” With two young botanists, 
and an old carpenter I shared now and then {never veiy suo- 
cessfully) the favors of one of onr nutritionists, a Dr. Anita 
Johnson—^who rvas soon flown back, I am glad to say. I had 
litde notion of what object the ezpedition was pursuing. Judg- 
ing by the number of meteorologists npon it, we may have 
b^ traclang to its lair (somewhere on Prince of Wales' Is- 
land, I understand) the wandering and wobbly north mag- 
nctic pole. One group, pintly with the Canadians, established 
a weather station on Pierre Point in Melyille Sound, Another 
group, eąually misguided, coRected plankton.-A third stndied 
hiberculosis in the tundra. Bert, a film photographer—^an in- 
secure fellow with whom at one time I was madę to pariake • 
in a good deal of menial wofk (be, too, had some psychic 
troubles)—^maintained that the big men on our team, the real | 
leaders we never saw, were mainly engaged in checldng the in- j 
fluence of climatic amelioiation on the coats of the arctic fox. 

We lived in prefabricated timber cabins amid a Pre-Camr 
brian world of granite. We had heaps of supplies—the Read- 
eris Digest, an ice cream muter, Chemical toilets, paper caps 
for Christmas. My health improved wonderfuRy in spite or 
because of all the fantastic blankness and boredom. Sur- 
rounded by such dejected yegetation as wiRow.sciub and 
lichcns; permeated, and, I suppose, deansed by a whistling j 

ple; seated on a boulder nndcr a completely translucent sky | 

(through which, horv'e\’er, nothing of importance showed), I i 
fclt curiously aloof from my own self. No temptations mad- 
dened mc. The plump, glossy little Esldmo girls with their 
fish smeH, hideous lawn hair and guinea pig faces, er'oked 
cycn less desire in me than Dr. Johnson had. Nymphets do i 
not oceur in polar regions. 

I left my betters the task of analyzing gladal drifts, dram- 
lins, and gronlins, and k-remlins, and for a time tried to iot 
oomi what I fondly thought were "reactions" (I noticed, for 
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. instance, that dreams under the midnight sun tended to be 
hfgbly colored, and this my friend the photographer con- 
firmed). I was also supposed to quiz my various companions 
- on a number of important matters, such as nostalgia, fear of 
uńknown animals, food-fantasies, noctumal emissions, hob- 
bies, choice of radio programs, changes m outlook and so 
forth. Everybody got so fed up with this that I soon dropped 
the project completely, and only toward the end of my twenty 
months of cold labor (as one of the botanists jocosely put it) 
concocted a-perfectly spurious and very racy report that the 
readeir will find published in the Annals of Adult Psycho- 
physics for 1945 or 1946, as weh as in the issne of Aretic 
ExplQiations devoted to Paat particular expedition; which, in 
conclusion, was not really concemed with Yictoria Island 
copper or anythińg like that, as I leamed later from my genial 
doctor; for the naturę of its real purpose was what iś termed 
“hush-hush,” and so let me add merely that whatever it was, 
that purpose was admirably achieved. 

The reader will regret to leam that soon after my return to 
dviIization I had another bout with insanity (if to melancholia 
and a sense of insufferable oppression that cruel term must be 
applied). I owe my complete restoration to a discovery I madę 
while being treated at that particular very expensive sanato¬ 
rium. I discovered there was an endless source of robust en- 
joyment in trifling with psychiatrists: cunningly leading them 
on; never letting them see that you loiow all the tricks of the 
tiade; inventing for them elaborate dreams, pure classics in style 
(which make Siem, the dream-extortionists, dreara and wake 
up shrieldng); teasing them with fake “primal scenes”; and 
never allowing them the slightest glimpse of one's real sexual 
predicament. By bribing a nurse I won access to some files and 
discovered, with glee, cards caUing me "potentially homo- 
sexuar' and '^totally impotent.” The sport was so excellent, 
its results—^in my case—so ruddy that I stayed on for a whole 
month after I was quite well (sleeping admirably and eating 
like a schoolgirl). And then I added another week just for the 
pleasure of taking on a powerful newcomer, a displaced (and, 
surely, dcranged) celebrit}', knorm for his knack of rnaldng 
patients believe they had witnessed their own conception. 
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Upoh SICNING OTJT, I cast around for some place in the New 
En^nd countryside or sleepy smali town (elms, wlute 
churcb) wliere I coald spend a studious summer subsisting 
on a compact boxful of notes I had accumnlated and bathing 
in some neaiby lalce. My work bad begun to interest me again 
—I mean my scholarly esertions; the other thing, my active 
partićipation in my uncle’s posthumous perfumes, bad by tben 
been cut down to a minimum. 

One o£ bis former employees, tbe scion of a distingnisbed 
famfly, suggested I spend a few months in tbe residence of bir 
inipoverisbed cousins, a Mr. McCoo, retired, and bis wife, wbo 
wanted to let their npper story wbere a late anut had debcately 
dwelL He said they łmd two little dau^ters, one a baby, iie 
other a girl of twclve, and a beautiful garden, not far from a 
beautiful lakę, and I said it sounded perfectly perfecŁ 

I ercbanged letters with these people, sató^ng tbem I was 
housebroken, and spent a fantastic night on tbe train, imagin- 
ing in aB possible detafl the enigmatic nympbet 1 would coacb 
in Frencb and fondle in Humbertisb. Nobody met me at the 
toy station wbere I abghted with my new expensive bag, and 
nobody answered tbe tdepbon^ eventually, boweyer, a dis- 
traugbt McCoo in wet clothes tumed up at tbe only hotel 
peen-and-pink Ramsdale with tbe news that his house bad 
fust bumed down—possibly, owing to the syncbronous con- 
flagration that bad been raging ^ night in my veins. His 
femfly, he said, had fled to a farm he owned, and had taken 
the car, but a friend of his wife’s, a grand person, Mrs. Haze 
of 342 Lawn Street, offered to accommodate me. A lady wbo 
livcd opposite Mrs. Haze’s had lent McCoo ber limousine, a 
mar\’elously old-fashioned, square-topped affair, manned by a 
cbecrful Negro. Now, sińce the only reason for my Corning 
at all had yanished, the aforesaid arrangement seemed prepos- 
terous. All right, bis house W’ould have to be completdy re- 
buflt, so whal? Had be not insured it snfSciently? I yyas angry, 
dtsappointed and bored, but bsing a polite Enropean, could 
^t rcfuse to be scnt oflf to Lawn Street in that funeral car, 
tMing that othernase McCoo would de\'ise an e\'en morę 
claboratc meaus of gctting lid of me. I saw him scamper away, 
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and my chaufFeur shoolc his head with a soft chuclde. En foute, 
I swore to wyself I would not dream of staying in Ramsdale 
nnder any circumstance but would fly that very day to the 
Beimudas or fte Bahamas or the Blazes. Possibilities of sweet- 
n&s on technicolor beaches had been trickling through my 
spine for some time before, and McCoo-s cousin had, in fact^ 
sharply diverted that train of thought with his well-meaning 
but as it transpired now absolutely inane suggestion. 

Spealang of sharp tums: we almost ran over a meddlesorae 
suburban dog (one of those who lie in wait for cars) as we 
swerved into Lawn Street A little fur&er, the Haze house, a 
white-frame horror, appeared, looldng dingy and old, morę 
gray tban wbite—the Idnd of place you know wiH have a rub- 
ber tubę affizable to the tub faucet in lieu of shower. I tipped 
the chauffeur and hoped he would immediately drive away so 
that I might double back unnoticed to my hotel and bag; 
but the man merdy crossed to the other side of the Street 
where an old lady was caUing to him from her porch. What 
could I do? I pressed the beli button. 

A colored maid let me in—and left me standing on the mat 
while she rushed back to. the kitchen where something was 
buming that ought not to bum. 

- , The front hall was graced with door chimes, a white-eyed 
wooden thingamabob of commercial Mexican origin, and that 
banał darling of the arty middle class, van Gogh's “Arl&- 
ienne." A door ajar to the right afforded a glimpse of a living 
room> with some morę Mexican trash in a comer cabinet and a 
striped sofa along the waH. There was a staircase at the end 
of the hallway, and as I stood mopping my brow (only now 
did I realize how hot it had been out-of-doors) and staiing, to 
stare at something, at an old gray tennis balł that lay on an 
oak chest, there came from the upper landing the contralto 
voice of Mrs. Haze, who leaning over the banisteis inąuiied 
melodiously, “Is that Monsieur Hmnbert?” A bit of cigafette 
ash dropped from there in addition. Presently, the lady her- 
self—^sandals, maroon slacks, yehow silk blouse, sąuajish fac^ 
in -that order—came down tiie steps, her indez finger stul 
tapping upon her cigarette. 

I think I had better describe her right away, to get it oyer 
with. The poor lady was in her middle thirties, she had a shin y 
forehead, plucked ejebrows and quite simple but not unattrac- 
tr\'e features of a type that may be defined as a weak solution cf 
Marlenę Dietrich. Patting her bronze-brown bun, she Icd me 
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into tŁe parlor and we taUced for a minutę about the McCoo 
fire and the privilege of living in Ramsdale. Her veiy wide-set 
sea-green eyes liad a fnnny way of traveling all over you, caie- 
fuHy ayoiding your own eyes. Her smile was but a guizncał 
Jerk of one eyebrow; and uncoiling herself from the sofa as she 
talked, she kept maJdng spasmodic dashes at three ashtrays 
and the neai fender (where lay the biown coie of an apple); 
wherenpon she would sink back again, one leg folded under 
her. She was, obriously, one of those women whose polished 
words may reflect a book club or bridge club, or any other 
deadly conyentionality, but never her soul; women who aie 
completdy devoid of humor; women uttedy indifferent at 
heart to the dozen or so possible subjects of a parlor con- 
yersation, but very particular about the niles of such con- 
versab'ons, through Óie sunny ceHophane of which not very 
appetizing frastrations can be readily distinguished. I was 
perfectly aware that if by any wild chance I became her 
lodger, she would methodicaUy proceed to do in regard to me 
what taking a lodger probably meant to her all along, and I 
nnuld again be enmeshed in one of those tedious affaiis I knew 
so welł. 

But there was no ąuestion of my setfling theie. I conld not 
be happy in that type of household with bedraggled magarines 
on e\’ery chair and a land of horrible hybridfaation between 
the comedy of so-called "functional modem fumiture” and the 
tragedy of decrepit rockers and rickety lamp tables with dead 
^ps. I was led upstairs, and to the left—^into ‘‘my" room. I* 
insi^ed it through the mist of my utter rqection of it; hut I 
did discem above "my” bed Renś Prinet’s "Kreutzer Sonata.” 
And she cahed that servant maid’s room a "semi-studio”! Let^s 
get out of here at once, I firmly said to myself as I pretended 
to deliberate over the absurdly, and ominously, low^ price that 
my nistful hostess was asłdng for board and bed. 

Old-world politcness, bowever, obligcd me to go on with the 
ordcaL We crossed the landing to the right side of the house 
(where "I and Lo have our tooms”—^Lo being presumably the 
maid), and the ]odgcr-lo\’er could hardly conceal a shudder 
when hc, a veiy fastidious małe, was gianted a prmńew of the 
only bathroom. a bhy oblong between the landing and “LoV’ 
room, nith limp wet things o\-erhanging the dubious tub (the 
quction mark of a Iwir inside); and there were the expected 
co.Hs of the mbber snake, and its complement—a pinkish 
Corj', coyly awering the toilct lid. 
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"I see you are not too favorably impressed" said the lady 
letting her hand rest for a moment upon my .sleeye: she com- 
bined a cool forwardness—^the overflow of what I thinlc is 
called poise ’—with a sh 5 mess and sadness that caused her 
detached rvay of selecting- her words to seem as unnatural as 
the intnnation of a professor of “speech.” “This is not a neat 
. household, I confess,” the doomed dear continued, “but I 
asśure you [she looked at my lips], you will be very comfort- 
able, very comfortable, indeed. Let me show you the garden” 
(the last morę brightly, with a land of winsome toss of the 
YoiceY. 

Reiuctańtly I foUowed her downstairs again; then through 
the kitchen at the end of the bali, on the right side of the 
, house- -the side where also the dining room and the parlor 
were (under “my” room, on the left, there waś nothing but a 
garage). In the kitchen, the Negro maid, a plump youngish 
woman said, as she took her large glossy black purse frora the 
knob of the door leading to the back porch; “FU go now, Mrs. 
Haze.” “Yes, Louise,” answered Mrs. Haze with a sigh. “ITl 
settle Yińth you Friday.” We prfssed on to a smali pantry and 
entered the dining room, parallel to the-parlor we had already 
admired. I noticed a white sock on the floor. With a depreca- 
tory grunt, Mrs. Haze stooped without stopping and threw it 
into a closet next to the pantry. We cursorily inspected a ma- 
hogany table with a fruit vase in the middle, containing noth¬ 
ing but the still glistening stone of one plum. I groped for the 
timet> ble I had in my pbcket and surreptitiously fished it out 
to Innk as soon as possible for a train. I was still walking be- 
hind Mrs. Haze through the dining room when, beyond it, 
there came a sudden burst of greenery—“the piazza,” sang 
out my leader, and then, without the least waming, a blue 
sea-wave swelled under my heart and, from a mat in a pool 
of sun, hrlf-naked, kneeling, tuming about on her knees, there 
.was m> Ririera love peering at me over dark glnsses. 

It was the same child—the same frail, hone}'-hued shoulders, 
the same silky supple bare back, the same chestnut hcad of 
hair. A polka-dotted black kefchief tied around her chest hid 
from my aging ape eyes, but not from the gazę of young 
memory, the juvenile breasts I had fondled one immortal day. 
And, as if I were the fairy-tale nurse of some little princess 
(lost, kidnaped, discovered in gypsy rags through which her 
naked^^css smiled at the king and his hounds), I recognized 
the tiny dark-brown mole on her side. W^ith awe and delight 
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(flie Idrjg cryrag for joy, the trampets blantig, the nurse 
drunk) I saw again her lovely iodrawn abdomea where my 
southbound mouth bad biiefly pause^ and those pne^e Wps 
on which I bad bissed the crenulated impnnt left by the band 
of ber sborts—that last nfad immortal day behind the 
Roscs.” The twenty-five years I li3<i lived since then, tapered 
to a palpitating point, and vanished. 

I find it most difficalt to erpress with adeąoate force that 
fiash, łhat shiver, that impact of passionate lecognition. In the 
course of the sun-shot moment that my gknce sliłhcied cn^er 
the kneeling child (ber eyes blinking over those stem daik 
spectacles—the little Herr Doktor -wbo n-as to cnie me of aH 
my aches) whfle I passed by ber in my adult disguise (a great 
big handsome hunk of moyieland manhood), the vacuum of 
my soul managed to suck in evety detail of ber bright beauty, 
and these I checked against the features of my dead bride. A 
httle later, of course, she, this nouveDe, this Lolita, my Lolita, 
was to eclipse completely ber prototype, AD I want to stress is 
that my discovery of her was a fetal conseąuence of that 
"princedom by the sea" in my tortured past. Everything be¬ 
zcen the two events was but a seiies of gropings and blunders, 
and fahe rudiments of }oy. EveiytŁmg they sbaied madę one 
of tbem. 

I have no iDusions, howe\’er. My judges wfll regaid aD this as 
3 piece of mummery on the part of a madman with a gross 
lildng for the fruit vert. Au fond, pa m’est bien ^gal. JiSi I 
faow is that while the Haze woman and I went down the stepsf 
into the breathless garden, my knees w^re like reflections of 
knees in rippling wnter, and my lips were like sand, and— 

"That was my I/ 3 ,” she said, "and these aie my lilies." 

**Yes,'' I said, "yes. They are beautiful, beautiful, beautifuD" 


11 

EmiiuT MJMBER TWO is a pocket diarj’ bound in black imita- 
non lealher, with a golden ycar, 1947, en escaher, in its upper 
kft-hand comer. I speak of this neat product of the Blank 
tólank Co^ Bhnkton, Mass^ as if it w’ere really before me. 
Aclually, it was dcstioyed fi\-e j^ears ago and what we esamine 
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now (by courtesy of a photographic memory) is but its brief 
materialiTation, a puny unfledged phcenix. 

I remęmber. the thing so exactly because I wrote it reaUy 
twicf. First I jotted down eacb entiy in pencil (with many 
erasures and corrections) on the leayes of what is commercially 
kno\yi as a “typewnter tablet”; tben; I copied it out wath ob- 
yions abbreyiations in my smallest, most satanic, band in the 
littb bbck book just mentioned. 

May 30 is a Fast Day by Proclamation in New Hampsbire 
but not in the Carolinas. TTiat day an epidemie of “abdominal 
flu” (w'h3tever that is) forced.Ramsdale to close its schools 
for thf summer. The reader may check the weather data in the 
Ran-sdalf Journal for 1947. A few days before that I moved 
intn tht. Haze house, and the httle diary which I now propose 
to reel o£E (much as a spy dehvers by heart the contents of the 
notę he swallowed) covers most of June. 

Thursday. Very warm day. From a vantage point (bathroom 
wandow') saw Dolores taking things off a clothesline in the 
applf areei' light behind the house. Strolled out. She wore a 
plaid shirt blue jeans and sneakers. Every movement she 
madf in the dappled sun plucked at the most seeret and sensi* 
tiye chórd of my abject body. After a while she sat down next 
to me on the lower step of,the bach porch and began to pick 
up thf pebbles betw^een her feet—^pebbles, my God, then a 
curled bit of milk-bottle glass resembling a snarling lip—and 
churk them at a can. Ping. You can’t a second time—^you can't 
hit it—this is agony —-a second time. Ping. Marvelous sta'n— 
oh, marvelous'. tender and tanned, not the least blemish. Sun- 
dars rausf acne. The excess of the oily substence caTled sebum 
whieh nourishes the hair follicles of the skin creates, when too 
profi^sf an initation that opens the way to infection. But 
njTiTihets do not have acne although thev gorge themselves 
on rich food. God, w'hat agony, that srUes' shimmer abore her 
temph grsding into bright brown hair. And the little bonę 
twitehinp' at the side of her dust-powdered ankle. '"The McCoo 
girP Ginw McCoo? Oh, she’s a fright. And mean. And lamę. 
Neadv died of polio.” Ping. The glistening tracery of down on 
her forearm. When she got up to take in the wash, I had a 
chancf of adoring from afar tire faded seat of her rollcd-up 
jeans. Out of the lav/n, bland Mrs. Haze,-complete Mth cam¬ 
era, grew up like a fakiPs fake tree and after some heliotropic 
fussinr- -sad eyes up, glad eyes down—had the cheek of taking 
my picture as I sat blinking on the steps, Humbert le Bel. 
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Friday. Saw ter going somewheie with a dark caBed • 
Rosę. ^\^ly does the way she walks —a cbild, mmd yóa, a mere . 

chdd!—excite me so abominably? Analyze iŁ A famt s^- i 
gestion of turned in toes. A Mnd of wiggly looseness Mow tiie | 
knee prolonged to tbe end of eaćh footfall. The ^ost o£ a . 
drag. Very infantile, infinitely meretricious. Hambert Hum- 
bert is also infinitely inoved by the little one’s slangy. speech, 
by her harsh high voice. Later heard her volley crude, nonsense 
at Rosę across the fence. Twanging through me in a rising 
ibythm. Pause. "I must go now, Idddo.” . . j 

• Satoday. (Beginning perliaps amended.) I knoyr it is tnad- ’ 
ness to keep this ioumd but it gives me a stiange thrilł to do 
so; and only a loving wife ćould decipher my microscopic 
script. Let me State with a sob that today my L. was sun-bath- 
ing on the so-called "piazza," but her mother and some othei. 
women were around all the time. Of course,-1 might have sat j 

there in the rocker and pretended to lead. Haying safe, I kept j 

away, for I was aftaid that the horrible, insane, ridiculous and i 
pitiful tremor that palsied me might ptevent metrom making | 
my enti& with any sembknee of casualness. 

Sunday. Heat ripple stih with.ns; a most faYonian wed;.. 
This time I took up a strategie position, v?ith obese newspaper . 
and new pipę, in the piazza rocker before L. arriyed. To my in- 
tense disappointment she came with her mother, hoth in two- 
piece bathing suits, black, as new as my pipę. My darling, my 
sn-eetheart stood for a moment near me—wanted the funnies . ; 
—and she smelt almost exactly like the other one, the Biyietg 
one, but morę intensely so, with roughet overtones-?-a torrid 
odor that at once set my manhood astir—but she had already 
3 'anked out of me the coyeted section and retreated to ber mat 
ncar her phocine raamma. There my beanty lay down on her 
^mach, showing me, showing the thousand eyes wdde open 
in my eycd blood, her sli^tly raised sboulder blades, and the 
bloom along the incurration of her spine, and the swellings of 
her tenre narrow nates dothed in black, and the seaside of her 
schoolgirJ thighs. Silently, ‘ the seventh-giader enjoyed her 
grrcn-rcd-blue cómics. She was the loveIiest nymphet green- 
Tcd-blue Priap himsclf could think up. As I looked on, through 
pnsrnahc laycrs of light, diy-lipped, focusing my lust and rock- 
mg slightly under my newspaper, I felt that my peiception of 
łicT, jf properly concentrated upon, might be sufladent to hare 
mc attam a beggar’s bliss immediately; but, like some predator 
prefers a mo\ing prey to a motionless one, I planned to 
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have tŁis pitiful attainment coincide with one of the various 
gir^h movements she madę now and then as she read, such as 
trying to sciatcli the middie of her back and revealing a 
stippled annpit—^but £at Haze suddenly spoiled eyeiything by 
tuming to me and asking me for a light, and starting a mak^ 
beHeve conversation about a fake book by some popular fiaud- 

Monday, Delectatio morosa. I spend my doleful days in 
domps and dolors. We (mother Haze, Dolores and I) were to 
go to Our Glass Lakę this aftemoon, and hatJie, and bask; but 
a nacreous mom degenerated at noon into rafn, and Lo madę 
a scene. 

The median age of pubescence for girls has been found to 
be thirteen years and nine months in New York and CHiicago. 
The age vaiies for individuals from ten, or earlier, to seventeen. 
Virginia was not quite fourteen when Harry Edgar possessed 
her. He gave her lessons in algebra. Je m'knagjne c^. They 
spent their honeymoon at Petersburg, Fla. “Mońsieur Poe- 
poe,” as that boy in one of Monsieur Humbert HumberPs 
classes in Paris called the poet-poet. 

I have aB the characteristics which, according to writers on 
the ses interests of children, start the responses stining in a 
little girl: clean-cut jaw, mnscular hand, deep sonorous voic€^ 
broad shoulder. Moreover, I am said to resemble some crooner 
or actor chap on whom Lo has a crush. 

Tuesday. Rain. Lakę of the Rains. Ivlamma out shopping, 
L., I knew, was somewhere quite near. In result of some 
stealthy maneuyering, I came across her in her mother^s bed- 
room, Prying her left eye open to get rid of a speck of some 
thing. Checked frocL Alihongh I do love that intozicating 
brown fragrance of hers, I ręally think she should wash her hair 
ónce in a while. For a moment, we were both in the same 
warm green bath of the mirror that reflected the top of a 
poplar with us in the sky. Held ber rougbly by the sho^ders, 
then tenderly by the temples, and tumed her about. It s right 
there,” she said, “I can feel iL” "Swiss peasant would use the 
top of her tongue,” "Lick it out?” "Yetb, Shiy tiy? Surę, 
she said. Gently I pressed my quivering along her rolling 
salty eyebaD. “Goody-goody,” she said nictating, “It is gone. 
“Now the other?” “You dope,” she began, “there is noth--” 
but here she noticed the pucker of my approaching lips. 
“Okay," she said co-operativeIy, and bending toward her waim 
nptumed russet face somber Humbert pressed his mouth to 
her fluttering eyehd, She laughed, and brushed past me out of 
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the room. My heart seemed e\’erywlieTe at once. Ne\-er in my 
life—not even when fondling my clifld-]ove in France— 
^e^'er— 

Night. Never h3ve I experienced such agony. I would lilce 
to describe her face, her -ways—^and I cannot, because my o-mi 
desire for-her blinds me •wben sbe is near. I am not used to 
being "with nympbets, damn it. If I close my e}'es I see but an 
immobilued fraction of ber, a cinematograpbic still, a sudden 
smooth nether loveliness, as with one bnee np under ber tartan 
sldrt sbe sits tying ber sboe. “Dolores Haze, ne montrez pas 
vos zhambes” (this is ber motber wbo thinks sbe bnoss-s 
Frencb). 

A poet 5 mes heures, I composed a madrigal to the soot- 
black lashes of ber pale-gray racant eyes, to the five as^mmctri- 
cal freckles of her bobbed nose, to the blond dov.Ti of ber 
brown limbs; but I tore it up and cannot recall it today. Only 
in the tritest of terms (diary resumed) can I describe Lo’s 
features: I migbt say her bair is aubum, and ber lips as red as 
licked red candy, the lower one prettily plump—ob, tbat I 
•nere a lady rwiter wbo could bave ber pose naked in a naked 
ligbt! But instead I am ]ank>% big-boned, wooby-chested Hum- 
bert Humbert, ndth tbick black eyebrows and a qucer accent, 
and a cesspoolful of rotting monsters bebind bis slow boyisb 
smile. And neither is sbe the ftagfle cbild of a feminine novel. 
What drives me insane is tbe tw’ofold naturę of this njmpbet 
—of every nymnbet, perbaps; this mixture in my Lolitn of 
tender dreamy cbfldisbness and a kind of ecrie sailgarih', stem- 
ming from the snub-nosed cuteness of ads and magazine pic- 
tures, from the blurry pinkness of adolescent maidsen-ants in 
tbe Old Country (smebing of crasbed daisies and sweat); and 
from veTy young harlots disguised as cbildren in prmincial 
brotbels; and tben again, all this gcts muccd up with the cx- 
ąuisite stainless tendemess sceping through tbe musk and the 
mud, tbrougb tbe dirt and the dcath. oh God, oh God. And 
what is most singular is tbat sbe, this Lolita, my Lolita, has in* 
dmdualized tbe writeris ancicnt lust, so that above and ovcr 
evcr>'tbing there is—Lolita. 

Wedncsday. “Look, make Mother takc you and mc to Our 
Glass Lakę tomorrow.” Tbese wcre the tcKtual words said to 
me by my twcb-c-ycar-old flame in a roluptuous wbisper, as 
we happcned to bump into one anotbcr on tbe front porcb, I 
out, sbe in. Tbe reEcction of tbe aftcmoon sun, a dazzling 
wbite dłamond with innumcrable iridcjcent spikcs ąuhcrcd 
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On the róund back of a parked car. Theleafage of a Yoluminous 
elm played its mellow shadows upon the clapboard wah of 
the house. Two poplars.shiveied and shook. You could make 
out the formless sounds of remote traffic; a chfld calling 
“Nancy, Nan-^!” In the house, Lolita had put-on ber £avorite 
“Little Carmen” record which I used to caB “Dwarf Con- 
ductors,” making her snort with mock derision at my mock 
wit 

'Thmsóa.y. Last night we sat on the piazza, the Haze woman, 
LoHta and I. Warm dusk had deepened into amorous darkness. 
The old girl had finished relating in great detail the plot of a 
moyie sbe and L. had śeen sometime in the winter. The boxer 
had faHen extremely Iow when he met the good old priest 
(who had been a boxer himself in his robust youth and could 
still sług a sinner). We sat on cushions heaped on the floor, 
and L. was between the woman and me (she had sąueezed 
herself in, the pet). In my tum, I launched upon a hilarions 
account of my arctic adventures. The muse of invention 
handed me a rifle and I shot a wbite bear who sat down and 
said: Ahl AU the while I was acutely aware of L.’s neamess and 
as I spK)ke I gestured in the mercifid dark and took advantage 
of those invisible gestures of minę,to touch ber band, ber 
shoulder and a batlerina of wool and gauze which she played 
with and kept sticking into my lap; and finaUy, when I had 
completely enmesbed my glowing dailing in this weave of 
ethereal caresses, I dared stroke her bare leg along Ae goose- 
.berry fuzz of het shin, and I chuckled at my own fokes, and 
trembled, and concealed my tremors, and once or twice felt 
with my rapid lips the warmth of her hair as I treated her to a 
quick nuzding, humorous aside and caressed her plaything. 
She, too, fidgeted a good deal so that finaBy her mother told 
her sharply to quit it and sent the doli flying into the dark, 
and I laughed and addressed myself to Haze across Lo's legs 
to let my band creep up my nymphet's tbin back and feel ber 
skin through her ho/s shirfc 

But I knew it was aB hopeless, and was sick with longing, 
and my ćlothes felt miserably tight, and I was almost^glad 
when her mother^s quiet voice announced in the dark: “And 
now we all think that Lo should go to bed.” “I tbink you 
stink,” said Lo; "Which means there wiB b_e no picm'c tomor- 
row,” said Haze. “This is a free country,” said Lo. When angry 
Lo with a Bronx cheer had gone, I stayed on from sheer in- 
ertia, while Haze smoked her tenth cigarettc of the evemng 
and complained of Lo. 
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SBe had been spiteful, if yon please, at the age of on^ when 
she used to throw her toys out of her crib so that her poor 
mother should keep picidng them up, the Yillainoas infantl 
Now, at twelYCj she was a regular pest, said Haze. AU she 
wanted from hfe was to he one day a stnitting and prancing 
haton twirler or a jitterbug. Her grades were poor, but she was 
better adjusted in her new school than in Pisky fPisky was the 
Haze home town in the Middle West. The Ramsdale house 
was her late inother'm-law’s. They had moved to Ramsdale less 
than two years ago). “Why was she unhappy there?” “Oh,” 
said Haze, “poor me should know, I went t^ough that when 
I was a kid; boys twisting one’s arm, banging into one wdth 
loads of books, pulling one's hair, hurting one’s breasts, flip- 
ping one’s skirt. Of course, moodiness is a common concomi- 
tant of growing up, but Lo exaggeTates. Sullen and evasive. 
Rude and defianL Stuck Viola, an Italian schoolmate, in the 
seat with- a fountain pen. Know what I would Iflce? If you, 
monsieur, happened to be still here in the fali, Pd ask you to 
help her with her homework—^you seem to know ererything, 
geography, mathematics, French.” "Oh, everything,” ans\vercd 
monsieur. “That means," said Haze quick]y, “youni be bereł” 

I wanted to shout that I would stay on etemally if only I could 
hope to caress now and then my incipient pupO. But I was 
wary of Haze. So I just gmnted and stretched my limbs non- 
concomitantly (Je mot juste) and presently Avent up to my 
room. The woman, howewer, was ewidently not prepared to 
caU it a day. I w'as already lying upon my cold bed both hands> 
pressing to my face Lolita's fragrant ghost when I hcard my 
indefahgpble landlady crecping stcalthily up to my door to 
whisper through it—just to make surę, she said, I was through 
with the Glance and Gulp magazine I had bonowed the other 
day. From her room Lo yellcd she had it. We are quite a 
lending library in .this house, thunder of God. 

Fńday. I wonder what my academic publishcrs would say 
if I were to quote in my teztbook Ronsard's “Ja yermciUctte 
fente’’ or Remy Belleau’s “un petit mont feuhć dc mousse 
dóUcatc. tracć sur Je milicu d'un fiJIet cscarJatte" and so forth. 
I shall probably have another breakdown if I stay any longcr in 
this house, under the stiain of this intolcrablc temptation, by 
the sidr of my darling—my darling—my lifc and my bridc. Has 
she already been initiated by mother naturę to tlit Mysltiy of 
tlie Mcnarchc? Bloatcd fceling. The Curse of the Irish. Falling 
from the roof. Grandma is usiting. “Mr. Uterus [I quotc from 
a girls’ magazine] starts to build a thick soft wali on the chance 
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a possible baby may have to be bedded down thete.” The tiny 
madman in his padded celi. 

I°cidentally: if I ever commit a serious murder... Mark the 
"if.” The urge should be something morę than the kind of 
thing that happened to me witb Yaleiia. CarefuHy mark that 
tbea I was rather inept, If and wfaen you wish to sizzle me to 
death, remember that only a spell of insanity could ever give 
me the simple energy to be a bnite (all this amended, per- 
haps). Sometimei I attempt to loD in my dreams. But do you 
know what happens? For instance I hołd a gun. For instance I 
ańn at a bland, ąuietly interested enemy. Oh, I press the trig- 
ger all right, but one buDet after another feebly drops on the 
floor frora the sheepish muzzle, In those dreams, my only 
thought is to conce^ the fiasco from my foe, who is slowly 
growing annoyed. 

At dinner tom'ght the old cat said to me with a sidelong 
gleam of motherly mockeiy directed at Lo (I had just been 
describing, in a flippant vein, the delightful little toothbrush 
mustache I had not quite decided to grow): “Better don't, if 
somebody is not to go absolutely dotty.” Instantly Lo pushed 
her piąte of boiled fish away, all but knocking her milk over, 
and bounced out of the dining room, “Would it borę you veiy 
much," quoth Haze, “to come with us tomorrow for a swim in 
Our Glass Lakę if Lo apologizes for her manners?" 

Later, I heard a great banging of doors and other sounds 
Corning from quaking cayems where the two rivals were haying 
,a ripping row, 

She has not apologized. The lakę is out. It might have been 
fun. 

Satinday. For some days aiready I had been leaving the door 
ajar, while I wrote in my room; but only today did the trap 
Work. With a good deal of additional fidgeting, shuffling, scrap- 
ing—to disguise her embanassment at yisiting me without 
haying been called—Lo came in and after pottering around, 
became interested in the nightmare curlicues I had penned on 
a sheet of paper. Oh no: they were not the outcome of a belle- 
lettrisfs inspired pause between two paragraphs; tiiey were the 
hideous bieroglyphics (wbich she could not dedpher) of my 
fatal lusL As she bent her brown curls over the desk at v/hich 
I was sitting, Humbert the Hoarse put his aim around her in a 
miserable imitation of blood-relafaonship; and still studjing, 
somewhat shortsightedly, the piece of she held, my inno- 
cent little yisitor slowly sank to a half-sitting position upon my 
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knee. Her adorable profile, parted lips, ■warm hair were some 
tbree inches from my bared eyetooth; and I felt the beat of 
her lirabs tbrongh ber rougb tomboy clothes. AD at once I 
knew I could lass ber throat or tbe wiek of her mouth wth 
pcrfect impunity. I knew sbe would let me do so, and e\'en 
dose her eyes as HoDywood teaches. A double vanilla with hot 
fudge—bardly morę nnusual than thaL I cannot tell my 
leamed reader (wbose eyebrows, I śuspect, have by now 
trayded aD the y?ay to the back of his bald head), I cannot 
teU him how the knowledge came to me; perhaps my ape-ear 
had unconsciously caught some slight change in the rhythm of 
her respiration—for now she was not reaDy looldng at my scrib- 
ble, but waiting with curiosity and composure—oh, my limpid 
nymphetl—for the glamorous lodger to do what he was d>'ing 
to do. A modem child, an a\nd reader of monę magazines, an 
expert in dream-slow dose-ups, might not think it too strange, 

I guessed, if a handsome, intensely \TriIe grown-up friend—too 
late. The house was sudderdy \Tbrating with Yoluble Louise’s 
Yoice telling Mrs. Haze who had just come home about a dead 
something she and Leshe Tomson had found in the basement, 
and little Lolita Yras not one to miss such a tale. 

Sundaj'. Changeful, bad-tempered, chcerful, awkward, grace- 
ful with the tart grace of her coltish subteens, ezcmciatingly 
desirablc from head to foot (aD New England for a bdy-writ- 
er's pen!), from the black ready-made ^w and bobby pins 
holding her hair in place to the little scar on the lowcr part of 
her neat calf (where a roDer-skater kicked her in Pisk}’), a. 
couple of inches above her lough white sock. Gone with her 
mother to the Hamiltons—a birthday part}' or something. 
Full-skirted gingham frock. Her little dovcs seem weD formed 
already, Precocious pet! 

Monday. Rainy moming. "Ces matins gris si dour ..My 
wbite pajamas have a lilac design on the bacL I am like one 
of thosi inflated pale spiders you sce in old gardens. Sitting in 
the middle of a lurainous web and ginng little jerks to this or 
tha( straiid. My web is spread all oyct the house as I listen 
from my chair where I sit hke a wDy wizard. Is Lo in her room? 
Gcntly I tug on the silk. She is not. Just heard the toilet paper 
C}’]indcr make its staccato sound as it is tumed; and no footf.dls 
has my outflung filamcnt traccd from the bathroom back to ber 
room. Is she still brushing her tceth (the only sanihiry act Lo 
perfonns with real zc-sl)? No. The bathroom door has just 
slammcd, so one has to fcel elscwhcrc about iłie house for the 
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beautiful warm-colored prey. Let us have a strand of silk 
descend the steirs. I satisfy myself by this means that she is 
not in the Idtchen—not banging the refrigerator door or 
screeching at her detested mamma (who, I suppose, is enjoy- 
ing her third, cooing and subdnedly mirthful, telephone con- 
yersatidn of the moming). Weil, let us grope and hope. Ray- 
like, I glide iń ibought to the parlor and find the radio silent 
(and mamma still t^ng to Mre. Chatfield or Mrs. Hamilton, 
very śoftly, flushed, smiling, cupping the telephone with her 
free hand, denying by imphcation that she denies those amus- 
ing mmors, rumor, roomer, whispering intimately, as she never 
does, the clear-cut lady, in face to foce talk). Só my nymphet is 
not in the house at all[ Gone! What I thought was a prismatic 
weave tums out to be but an old gray cobweb, the house is 
empty, is dead. And then comes Lolita’s soft sweet chuckle 
through my half-open door “Don't tell Mother but Tye eaten 
ąll your bacon.” Gone when I scuttle out of my room, Lolita, 
where are you? My breakfest tray, lovingly prepared by my 
landlady, leers at me toothlessly, ready to be taken in, Lol^ 
Lolita! 

Tuesday. Clouds again interfered with that pienie on that 
unattainable lakę. Is it Fate scheming? Yesterday I tried on 
before the mirror a new pair of bathing trunks. 

Wednesday. In the aftemoon, Haze (common-sensical shoes, 
tailor-made dress), said she was drivińg downtown to buy a 
present for a friend of a friend of hers, and would I please come 
.too because I have such a wonderful taste in textures and per- 
fumes. "Choose your favorite seduction,” she purred. What 
could Humbert, being in the perfume business, do? She had 
me comered between the front porch and her car. "Huny up,” 
she said as I laboriously doubled up my large body in order to 
crawl in (stiU desperately devising a means of escape). ^e 
had started the engine, and was genteeUy swearing at a backing 
and tuming truck in front that had just brought old invalid 
Miss Opposite a brand new wheel chair, when my Lolita's 
sharp voice came from the parlor window: "Youl Where are 
you going? Tm coming too! Wait!” “Ignore her,” yelped Haze 
.(killing the motor); alas for my fair driver; Lo was^^already 
pulling at the door on my side. “This is intolerable,”^began 
Haze; but Lo had scrambled in, shivering with glee. “Move 
your tiottom, you,” said Lo. “Lol” cried Haze (sideglandng at 
me, hoping I would throw rude Lo out). “And behold,” said 
Lo (not for the first time), as she jericed back, as I jerked back, 
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as the cai leapt forward. "It is intolerable,” said Haze, violenfly 
getting into second, "that a cMd should be so ill-mannered. 
And so veiy perse\'ering. When sbe knows sbe is unwanted. 
And needs a bath.”- 

My knucides lay against the child’s blue jeans. Sbe -was bare- 
foot^; her toenalls showed remnants of cbeny-red polish and 
there was a bit of adhesive tape across ber big toe; and^ God, 
what would I not bave given to Idss tben and there those deli- 
cate-boned, long-toed, moniceyish feetl Suddenly ber band 
slipped into minę and without our cbaperon’s seeing, I beld, 
and strolced, and sąueezed that bttle bot paw, all the way to 
the storę. TTie wings of the dTiver’s Marlenesąue nose shone, 
having sbed or bumed up their ration of powder, and sbe kept 
np an elegant monologue anent the local traffic, and smiled in 
profile, and pouted in profile, and beat ber painted lasbes in 
profile, wbiłe I prayed we would never get to ttiat storę, but we 
did. 

I bave nothing else to report, sa^-e, primo: that big Haze bad 
little Haze sit bebind on our way borne, and secundo: that the 
lady decided to keep Humbert's Cboice for the backs of her 
own sbapely ean. 

Thursday. We are paying with bail and gale for the tropical 
beginning of the month. In a volume of fiie Young PeopIe's 
Enc>'cIopedia, I found a map of the States that a cbnd’s pencfl 
bad started copying out on a sbeet of lightn-eicht paper, upon 
the other side of whicb, counter to the unfinished outline of 
Florida and the Gulf, there was a mimeographcd list of namcs 
rcferring, eyńdcntly, to her class at the Ramsdale school. It is 
a poem I know alrcady by heart. 

Angel, Grace 
Austin, Floyd 
Beale, Jack 
Bealc, blary 
Buck, Daniel 
B>Ton, Marguerite 
Campbell, Alice 
Carmine, Rosę 
Chatfield, Phyllis 
Ciarkę, Gordon 
Cowan, John 
Cowan. Marion 
Duncan, W.alter 
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Falter, Ted - . 

Fantazia, Stella 
Flashman, Irving 
Fox, George 
Glave, Mabel 
Goodale, Donald 
Green, Lucinda 
Hamilton, Mary Rosę 
Haze, Dolores 
Honeck, Rosaline 
Knight, Kenneth 
McCoo, Yirginia 
McCrystal, Viviaii 
McFate, Aubrey 
Miranda, Anthony 
Miranda, Viola 
Rosato, Emil 
Schlenker, Lena 
Scott,'Dorrald 
Sheridan, Agnes 
Sherva, Oleg 
Smith,^Hazel 
Talbot, Edgar 
TalboL Edwin 
Wain, Luli 
Williams, Ralph 

' Windmuller, Louise 

A poem, a poem, forsoothl So strange and sweet was it to 
discover this “Haze, Dolores” (shel) in its speciał bower of 
names, with its bodyguard of.roses—a fairy princess between 
her two maids of honor. I am trying to analyze the spine-thrill 
of delieht it gives me, this name among all liose others. What 
is it that ezcites me almost to tears (hot, opalescent, thick tears 
that poets and lovers shed) ? What is it? The tender anonymity 
of this name wath its formal veil (“Dolores”) and that abstract 
transposition of first name and sumame, which is like a pair 
of ner\' pale gloves or a mask? Is “mask” the keyword? Is it 
becaus' there is always delight in the semitranslucent mysterj’, 
the flowing charshaf, through which the flesh and the cye you 
alone are elected to know smile in passing at you alone? Or is it 
bccanse I can imagine so well the rest of the colorful classroom 
aronnd my dolorous and hazy' darling: Grace and hcr ripe 
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pimples; Ginny and her lagging leg; Gordon, iJie haggard mas- 
turbator; Duncan, the fonl-smelling clown; nail-biting Agnes; 
Yiola, of the bladdieads and the boundng bust; pretty Rosa- 
line; dark Mary Ros^ adorable Stella, who has let strangers 
touch her, Ralph, who bullies and st^; Irving, for whom I 
am sorry. And there she is there, lost in the middle, gnawing a 
pencO, detested by teachers, aH the boys’ eyes oh her hair and 
neck, my Lolita, 

Friday. I long for some terrific disaster. Earthąnake. Speo- 
tacnlar esplosion. Her mother is messily but instantly and 
pennanently eliminated, along with everybody else for mfles 
aronnd. LoHta.whimpers in my arms. A feee man, I enjoy her 
among the mins. Her surprise, my explanations, demonstia- 
tions, uHulations. Idle and idiotic fanciesl A brave Humbert 
would have played with her most disgnstingly (yesterday, for 
iostance, when she was again in my room to show me her 
drawings, school-artware); he might have bribed her—and got 
away with it. A simpler and morę piactical fellow would have 
soberly stuck to various commerdal substitutes—^if you know 
where to go, I don’L Despite my manly looks, I am horribly 
timid. My romantic soul gets aH clammy and shiveiy at the 
thought of running into some awful indecent unpleasantness, 
Those ribald sea monsters. “Mais aDez-y, allez-yj” Annabel 
skipping on one foot to get into her shorts, I seasick with 
ragę, trying to screen her. 

Same datę, later, quite late. I hare tumed on the light to 
take down a dream. It had an evident antecedenL Haze at 
dinner had benevolentIy prodaimed that sińce the weather 
bureau promised a sunny weekend we would go to the lakę 
Sunday after church. As I lay in bed, erotically musing before 
trying to go to sleep, I thought of a finał scheme how to profit 
by the pienie to come. I was aware that mother Haze hated 
my darling for her being sweet on me. So I planned my lakę 
day with a view to satis^ng the mother. To her alone would 
I talk; but at some appropiiate moment I would say I had left 
my wrist watch or my sunglasses in that.glade yonder—and 
pliinge with my nymphet into the wood. Reality at this juno- 
ture withdrew, and Óie Quest for the Glasses tumed into a 
quiet littie orgy with a singularly knowing, cheerful, corrupt 
and compliant Lolita behaving as reason knew she conld not 
possibly behave. At 3 A j^i. I swallowed a sleeping pili, and pres- 
ently, a dream that was not a seąuel but a parody re\'ealed to 
me, with a land of meaningful clmity, the^e I had never yet 
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Yisited: it was glazed over wiSi a slieet of emerald ice, and a 
pockmarlced EsHmo was trying in vain to break it wiih a pick- 
axe, althougb imported mimosas and oleanders flowered on its 
gravelly banks. I atn surę Dr. Blanche Schwarzmann would 
have paid me a sack of schillings for adding such a hbidreana to 
her files. Unfortunately, the rest of it was franldy eclectić. Big 
Haze and little Haze rode on horseback arouńd the lakę, and I 
rode too, dutifuHy bobbing up and down, bowlegs astiaddle 
although there was no horse between them, only elastic air— 
one of those little omissions due to the absent-mindedness of 
tibe dream agent. 

Sątuiday. My heart is still thumping. I stiU sąuinn and emit 
Iow moans of remembered embarrassment 

Dorsal view. Glimpse of shiny sldn between T-shirt and 
white gym shorts. Bending, over a window sili, in the act 
of tearing oS leaves from a poplar outside while engrossed in 
torrential talk with a newspaper boy below (Kenneth Knight, I 
suspect) who had just propelled the Ramsdale Joumal with a 
very precise thud onto the porch. I began creeping up to her— 
“crippling” up to her, as pantomimists say. My arms and legs 
were convex surfaces behveen which—rather than upon which 
—I slowly progressed by some neutral means of locomotion: 
Humbert the Wounded Spider. I must have taken hours to 
reach her: I seemed to see her through the wrong end of a 
telescope, and toward her taut httle rear I moved Hke some 
paralytic, on soft distorted limbs, in terrible concentration. At 
last I was right behind her when I had the unfortunate idea of 
blustering a trifle—shaking her by the scrufE of the neck and 
that sort of thing to cover my real mandge, and she said in a 
shrill brief whine: “Gut it outl”—most coarsely, the little 
wench, and with a ghastly grin Humbert the Humble beat a 
^oomy retreat while she went on wisecracking streetward. 

But now listen to what happened next. After lunch I was 
reclining in a Iow chair trying to read. Suddenly two deft little 
hands were over my eyes: she had crept up from behind as if 
re-enacting, in a baHet seąuence, my mormng maneuver. Her 
fingers were a luminous crimson as they tried to biot out the 
sun, and she uttered hiccups of laughter and jerked this wny 
and that as I stretched my arm sidenaj^s and backwards with- 
out otherwise changing my recumbent position. My hand 
swept m'er her agile giggling legs, and the book like a sleigh 
left my lap, and Mrs. Haze strolled up and said indulgenOy; 
“Just slap her bard if she interferes wth your scholarly mcdita- 
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tions. How I love ihis garden ,[no esclamation mafk m her 
tonei. Isn't it divme in the sun [no ąuestion mark either].” 
And with a sigh of fdgned content, the obnosious lady sank 
down on the grass and looked np at the sky as she leaned back 
on ber splayed-out hands, and presently an old gray tennis bsiD 
bonnced o\'er het, and Lo's voice came from the house 
haughtfly: "Pardonnez, Mother. I was not aiming at yon ” Of 
coorse not, my hot downy dading. 


12 


The psoyed to bk the last of twenty entries or so, It will be 
seen from them that for afl the devil's inventiveness, the 
scheme remained daily the same, First he wonld tempt me—- 
and then thwart me, leaving me wilh a duD pain in the veiy 
loot of my being. I knew exactly what I wanted to do, and 
how to do it, wi^out impinging on a child’s chastity’, after alł, 

I had had some expeiience in my life of pederosis; had visually 
possessed dappled nymphets in parks; had wedged my wary 
and bestial way into the hottest, most crowded comer of a 
bus foU of sttap-hanging school children. But for almost three 
weeks I had been interrupted in all my pathetic machinations. 
The agent of these inteiruptions was osuaHy the Haze woman, 
(who, as the reader will mark, was morę aftaid of Lo’s deriying 
some pleasure from me than of my enjoying Lo). The passion 
I had developed for that nymphet—^for the firśt nymphet in 
my life that could be reached at last by my awkward, aching,' 
timid daws—^would have certainly landed me again in a sana¬ 
torium, had not the deyil realized that I was to be granted 
some relief if he wanted to have me as a plaything for some 
time longer. 

The reader has aiso maiked the curious Mirage of the T jkf?, 
It wnuld have been logical on the part of Aubrey McFate (as 
I would like to dub that de\'il of minę) to arrange a smaH treat 
for me on łhe promised beach, in the presumed foresL Actual- 
ly, the promise Mrs. Haze had madę was a fraudulent one: she 
had not toM me that blaty Rosę Hamilton (a dark little beauty 
in her own rigbt) was to come too, and that the two nymphets 
would be whispering apart^ and plajing apart, and ^vmg a 
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good time all by themselves, -while Mrs. Haze and ber band- 
some lodger conversed sedately in tbe seminude, far from 
prying eyes. IncidentaHy, eyes did pry and tongues did v,-ag. 
How queer life is! We hasten to abenate tbe very fates we in- 
tended to v/oo, Before my actual arrival, my landlady Lad 
planned to have an old spinster, a Miss Fhalen, whose mother 
had been cook in Mrs. Haze's family, come to stay in tbe 
house.wifb Lolita and me, while Mrs, Haze, a career girl at 
beart, sought some suitable )ob in tbe nearest dty. Mrs. Haze 
had seen tbe whole situation very clearly: tbe bespectacled, 
round-backed Herr Humbert Corning wiói his Central-Enro- 
pean trunks to gather dust in bis comer bebind a beap of old 
books; tbe unloved ugly bttle daugbter firmly supervised by 
Miss Phalen who had alieady once bad my Lo under ber 
buzzard iving (Lo recaUed that 1944 sununer witb an indig- 
nant shudder); and Mrs. Haze herself engaged as a receptionist 
in a great elegant city. But a not too complicated event inter- 
,fered wtb that program. Miss Phalen broke ber hip in Savan- 
nab, Ga., on tbe very day I arriyed in Ramsdale, 


13 

The SrrNDAT after tbe Śatniday already described proved to be 
as bright as tbe v/eatherman had predicted. When putting tbe 
breakfast tbings back on tbe cbair outside my room for my 
good landlady to remove at ber convenience, I gleaned Ąe 
following situation by listening from tbe landing across whicb 
I had softly crept to tbe banisters in my old be^oom sbppers 
—tbe only old tbings about me. 

Tbere bad been another row. Mrs. Hamilton bad tele- 
pboned that ber daugbter "was running a t^perature.” Mrs. 
Haze informed ber daugbter that tbe pienie would have to be 
postponed. Hot littłe Haze informed big cold Haze that, if S(^ 
sbe would not go witb ber to cburch. Mother said veiy v/efl 
and left. 

I had come out on tbe landing straight after sbaving, soapj'- 
earlobed, still in my wbite pajamas witb tbe comfiower blue 
(not tbe lilac) design on tbe back; I nov/ wiped o£E tbe soap, 
perfumed my bair and armpits, slipped on a purple silk dress- 
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ing gown, and, humming nervoiisly, went down tŁe stairs in 

qnest of Lo. . , t 

I want my leamed readers to participate m tfae scene 1 am 
about to replay; I want them to esamine its every detafl and see 
for themselves how caieful, Łow chaste, flie whole wine-sweet 
event is if yiewed with wbat my lawyer bas cabed, in a private 
we have had, “impartiał sympafliy." So let ns get started. 

I bave a difficult iob before me. 

Main cbaracter: Humbert tbe Hammer. Timer.Sonday 
moming in June. Place: suniit living room. Props; old, candy- 
striped dayenport, magazines, pbonograpb, Meadcan knick- 
knacks (tbe late Mr. Harold E. Haze—God bless tbe good 
man—bad engendered my darling at tbe siesta bour in a blue- 
wasbed room, on a boneymOon trip to Yeta Cmz, and memen- 
toes, among these Dolores, were all over tbe place). Sbe wore 
tbat day a pretty print dress tiiat I bad seen on ber once be¬ 
fore, ample in tbe sldrt, tight in tbe bodice, sbort-sleeved, pink, 
cbeckered witb darker pir^ and, to complete tbe color scbeme, 
sbe bad painted ber lips and was holding in ber bollowed 
bands a beautiful, banał, Eden-red apple. Sbe was not sbod, 
however, for cburcb. And ber wbite Sunday pnrse lay discarded 
near tbe pbonograpb. 

My heart beat like a drom as sbe sat down, cool sldrt bal- 
looning, subsiding, on tbe sofa next to me, and played witb ber 
glossy fmiL Sbe tossed it up into tbe sun-dnsted air, and 
caugbt it—^it madę a cupped polisbed plop. 

Humbert Hmnbert intercepted tbe apple. 

“Give it back,” sbe pleade^ sbowing tbe mafbled fiusb of 
ber pabns. I produced Ddidous. Sbe grasped it and bit into it, 
and my beart was like snów under tbin crimson skin, and witb 
tbe monkeyisb nimbleness tbat was so typical of tbat American 
nymphet, sbe snatched out of my abstract grip tbe rnagazine I 
bad opened (pity no film bas recorded tbe curious iiattem, tbe 
monogtammic linkage of our simultaneous or overlapping 
moves). Rapidly, bardly bampered by tbe disfigured apple sbe 
hcld, Lo flipped dolentiy tbrougb tbe pages in searcb of some- 
tting sbe wisbed Humbert to see. Found it at lasŁ I faked 
interest by bringing my bead so close tbat ber bair toucbed 
iny tempie and ber arm brusbed my cbeek as sbe wiped ber 
bps witb ber wrisL Because of tbe bumisbed mist tbrougb 
wbicb I peered at tbe picture, I was slow in reacting to it, and 
ber bare knees rabbed and knocked impatiently against eacb 
otber. Dimly there came into wew: a surrealist paintcr relax- 
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mg, supine, on a beach, and near him, likewise supine, a plaster 
Venus di Milo, half-buried in sand. Picture of 
the v\^ek, said the legend. I whisked the whole obscene thing 
away. Next moment, in a sham effort to retrieve it, she was all 
over me. Caught het by het thin knobby wrist. The ińagazine 
^caped to the floor like a flustered fowl. She twisted herself 
free, recoiled, and lay bacłc in the right-hand comer of the 
davenporL Then, with perfect simphcity, the impudent child 
extended her legs across my lap. 

By this time I was in a State of excitement bordering on in- 
sam'ty; but I aiso had the cunnińg of the insane. Sitting there, 
bn the sofa, I managed to attune, by a series of stealthy move- 
ments, my masked lust to her guileless limbs. It was no easy 
matter to.divert the little maiden's attention while I performed 
the obscure adjustments necessaiy for the success of the trick. 
Talking fast, lagging behind my own breath, catching up wth 
it, mimicking a sudden toothache to explain the breaks in my 
patter—and all the while keeping a maniac’s inner eye on my 
distant golden goal, I cautiously increased the magie fricrion 
that was doing away, iń an illusional, if not factual, sense, with 
the physically irremovabIe, but psychologically very tobie 
texture of the materia! divide (pajamas and robę) between the 
weight of two sunbumt legs, resting athwart my lap, and the 
hidden turaor of an unspeakable.passion. Having, in the course 
of my patter, hit upon something nicely mechanical, I recited, 
garbling them slightly, the words of a foolish song that was 
then popular—O my Carmen, my little Carmen, something, 
someóiing, those something nights, and the stars, and the car^ 
and the bars, and the barmen; I kept repeating this automatic 
stufiF and holding her under its special speH (special because of 
the garbling), and all the while I was mortally afraid that some 
act of God might interrupt me, might remove the golden load 
in the sensation of which all my being seemed concentrated, 
and this anxiety forced me to work, for the first minutę or so, 
morę hastily than was consensual with deliberately modulated 
enjoymenL The stars that sparlded, and the cars that parkled, 
and the bars, and the barmen, were presently taken over by 
her; her voice stole and corrected,the tune I had been mutilat- 
ing. She was musical and apple-sweet. Her legs twitched a little 
as they lay across tny Iive lap; I stroked them; there she lollea 
in the right-hand comer, almost asprawl, Lola the bobby-soxcr, 
de\'Ouring her immemorial fruit, singing through its juice, los- 
ing her shpper, mhbing the heel of her slipperless foot in its 
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sloppy anldet, against tŁe pfle of old magazines heaped on my 
kft on the sofa—and every movement she madę, every shuffle 
and ripple, helped me to conceal and to improve the secret 
system of tactf e correspondence hetween beast and beauty— 
between my gagged, bursting-beast and the beauty of her dim- 
pled body in its Innocent cotton frock. 

Under my glancing finger tips I feft the minutę hairs bristle 
e\’er so slightly along her shins. I lost myself in the pungent 
but healthy bieat which like summer haze hung about Kttłe 
Hazt. Let her stay, let her stay... As she strained to chuck the 
core of her abolished apple into the fender, her young weight, 
her sbameless Innocent shanks and round bottom, shifted in 
my tense, torturcd, surreptitiously laboring lap; and all of a 
sudden a mysterious change came over my senses. I entered a 
piane of being where nothing mattered, save the infusion of 
ioy brewed within my body. What had begun as a.delicious 
disttnsion of my innermost roots became a glowing tingle 
•which now had reached that State of absolute security, confi* 
dence and reliance not found elsewhere in consdous life; With 
the deep hot sweetness thus established and well on its way 
to the ultimate convulsion, I felt I could slow down in order 
to prolcmg the glow. Lolita had been safely solipsized. The 
implied sun pulsated in the supplied poplars; we were fan- 
tasticrlly and dudnely alone; I -watcbed her, rosy, gold-dusted, 
beyond the veil of my .controHed delight, unaware of it, alien 
to it, and the sun was on her lips, and her hps were apparently 
sbll forming the words of the Carraen-barmen ^tty that> 
no longer reached my consciousness. Everything was now 
read^. The nerves of pleasure had been laid bare. The corpuscles 
of Krauze were entering the phase of frenzy. The least pressure 
would suffice to set all paradise loose. I had ceased to be Hum- 
bett the Hound, the sad-eyed degenerate cur clasping the boot 
that would prescntly łąck him away. I wns above the tribula- 
bons of ridicule, beyond the possibdities of retribution. In my 
sclf-made seraglio, I was a radiant and robust Turk, dehber- 
ately, in the fuli consciousness of his freedom, postponing the 
rnomcht of actually enjoying^ the youngest and feailest of his 
slavcs. Suspended on .the brink of that Yoluptuous abyss (a 
nicety of physiological eąuipoise comparable to certain tech-- 
niąues in the arts) I kcpt rcpeating clunce words after her— 
barmen, alarmin’, my chaimiii’, my carmen, ahmen, ahaha- 
talking and laughing in his sleep while my happy 
band crept up hei sunny leg as far the the shadow of decency 
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aDowed. The day befoie she had coHided with the heavy chest 
ra the h^ and—"Look, looki"—I gasped—“look what you’ve 
done, what you’ve done to yourself, ah, look”; for there was, I 
swear, a yellowish-violet bruise on ber lovely nymphet thi^ 
which my huge haiiy band massaged and slowly enveloped— 
and because of her veiy perfanctory underthings, there seemed 
to be nothing to prevent my muscular thumb from reaching 
the hot hollow of her groin—just as you might ticlde and 
car^s a giggimg child—just that—and: "Oh it's nothing at 
all,” she cried with a sudden shriU notę in her voice, and she 
wriggled, and sąuirmed, and threw her head back and her teeth 
rested on her glistening underlip as she half-tumed away, and 
my moaning mouth, gentlemen of the jury, almost reached 
her bare nedc, while I crushed out against her left buttock the 
last throb of the longest ecstasy 3aaan or monster had ever 
known. 

Immediately afterward (as if we had been stmggling and 
now my grip had eased) she roHed off the sofe and jumped to 
her feet—to her foot, rather—^in order to attenJ to the formi- 
dably loud telephone that may have been ringing for ages as 
far as I waś concemed. There she stood and blinked, cheeks 
aflame, hair awiy, her eyes passing over me as lightly as they 
did over the furniture, and as she listened or spoke (to her 
mother who was telling her to come to lunch with her at the 
Chatfields—neither Lo nor Hum knew yet what busybody 
Haze was plotting), she kept tapping the edge of the table 
with the slipper she held in her hand. Blessed be the Lord, 
she had noticed nothingl 

With a handkerchief of multicolored silk, on which her 
listening eyes rested in passing, I wiped the sv/eat o£E my fore- 
head, and, immersed in a euphoria of release, rearranged my 
royal robes. She was still at the telephone, haggling with her 
mother (wanted to be fetched by car, my little Carmen) when, 
singing louder and louder, I swept up the stairs and set a 
deluge of steaming water roaring into the tub. 

At thk point I may as weH give the words of that song hit in 
fuli—to the best of my recoHection at least—I doa't think I 
e\'er had it right, Here goes: 

Ó my Carmen, my little CarmenI 
Somethine, something those something nights, 

And the stars, and the cars, and the bars, and the 

[barmen— 

And, O my charmin’, our dreadful fights. 
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And the something town where so gaiły, ann in 
Ann, we went, and our finał row, 

And the gun I Idlled yon.with, O my Caimen, 

The gun I am hołding now. 

Prew his 32 antomatic, I gness, and put a hufiet througli 
his moTs eye.) 

. 14 

IHAD LUNCH in towH—^had not been so łinngry for years. The 
house was sólł Lo-łess when I strolled back. I spent the after- 
noon musing, scheming, blissfully digesting my experience o£ 
the moming. 

I felt proud of mysełf. I had stołen the honey of a spaśm 
without impairing the morałs of a minor. Absołuteły no hann 
done. The conjurer had poured milk, mołasses, foaming ćham- 
pagne into a young łady’S'new wbite putse; and ło, the puise, 
nas intacL Thus had I dełicateły constructed my ignobłe,. 
ardent, sinfuł dream; and stilł Lołita nas safe—and I was safe. 
\Vhat I had madly possessed was' not she, but my own. crea- 
tion, another fancifuł Lołita—^perhaps, morę reał than Lołita; 
orerlapping, encasing her; floating between me and ber, and . 
having no will, no consciousness—^indeed, no łife of her own. 

The chfld knew nothing. I had done nothing to her. And 
nothing prevented me from repeating a performance that af- 
fected her as łittłe as if she were a photographic image rippłing 
npon a screen and I a humble hunchback abusing m 5 ’self in the 
daik. The aftemoon diifted on and on, in ripe sflence, and the 
sappy tali trees seemed to be in the know; and desire, even 
stronger than before, began to afBict me again. Let her come 
soon, ł prayed, addressing a łone God, and while mamma is in 
the łdtchen, let a repetition of the dayenport scene be staged, 
please, I adore her so horribly. 

No: “horribly” is the wrong word. The elation with which 
the Ainon of new deh'ghts fiDed me was not horrible but 
pathetic. I ąualify it as pathetic. Pathetic—^because despite the 
insatiable fire of my venereał appetite, I intended, nith the 
most fen-cnt force and foresigh^ to protect the purity of that 
tn-d\-e-year old ćhild. 
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And now see how I was repaid for my pains. No Lolita came 
home—she had gone witŁ the Chatfields to a movie. The table 
laid wiA morę elegance than nsual: candleli^t, if yon 
please. In this mawb'sh arna. Misi Haze gently touched the 
silvCT on both sides of her pkte as if touching piano keys, and 
OTiled do^ on her empty piąte (was on a diet), and said she 
noped I liked the salad (recipe lifted from a woinan's mag- 
azi^). She hoped I liked the cold cuts, too. It had heen a 
perfect day, Mrs. Chatfield was a lovely person. Phyllis, her 
daughter, tos going to a summer camp tomorrow. For three 
weeb. Lolita, it was decided, would go Thursday. Instead of 
waiting till July, as had been iiutially planned. And stay there 
after Phyllis had left. Till school began. A pretty prospecL my 
hearL 


Oh, how I was taken aback—^for did it not mean I was los- 
ing my dading, just when I had secretly madę her minę? To 
explain my grim mood, I had to use the same toothache I had 
aiready simnlated in the moming. Must have been an enor- 
mous molar, with an abscess as big as a maraschino cherry. 

“We haye,” said Haze, “an excellent dentisL Our neighbor, 
in facL Dr. Qidlty. Uncle or cousin, I think, of the playwrighL 
Think it will pass? Weil, just as you wish. In the fali I shaD 
have him ‘brace’ her, as my mother used to say, It may curb 
Lo a little. I am afraid she has been bothering you frightfully 
all these days. And we are ip for a couple of stomły ones before 
she goes. She has flatly refused to go, and I confess I left her 
^with the Chatfields because I dreaded to face her alone just 
yeL The moyie may moUify her. Phyllis is a very sweet girl, and 
there is no earthly reason for Lo to dislDce her. Really, mon- 
sieur, I am very sorry about that tooth of youis. It woidd be so 
much morę reasonable to let me contact Ivor Quilty first Ąing 
tomorrow moming if it stfll hurts. And, you know, I thmk a 
summer camp is so much healthier, and—well, it is all so much 
morę reasonable as I say than to mope on a śuburban lawn and 
use mamma’s lipstick, and pursue sby studious gentlemen, and 
go into tantrums at the least provocation.' 

“Are you surę,” I said at last, “that she will be happy there? 
(lamę, lamentably lamę!) 

“She’d better," said Haze. “And it won’t be afl play either. 
The camp is run by Shirley Holmes—you know, the woman 
who wTote Campfire Girl. Camp will teach Dolores H^e to 
grow in many things—health, biowledge, temper. And 
ticularly in a sense of responsibility toward other pcople, bnali 
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we talce these canćUes with ns and sit for a whOe on iŁe pia 22 a, 
or do you want to go to bed and nuise that tootb?” 

Nurse that tooth. 


15 


Next dat they drove downtown to buy things needed for the 
ramp- any weaiable purchase worked wonders with Im. She 
seemed ber usual sarcastic self at dinner. Łnmediately after- 
waids, she went up to ber room to plnnge into the comić books 
acąuired for rainy days at Camp’Q (they were so thoroughly 
sampled by Thursday that ske left them behind). I too retired 
to my lair, and wrote letters. My plan now was to leave for the 
seaside and then, when school began, resnme my existence in 
the Hare household; for I knew dready that I could not live 
without the child. On Tuesday they went shopping again, and 
I was asked to answer the phone if the camp mistress rang up 
during their absence, She did; and a month or so later we had 
occasion to recall our plea^nt chaŁ That Tuesday, Lo had ber 
dinner in her room. She had been crying after a routine row 
with her mother and, as had happened on former occasions, 
had not wished me to see her swoBen eyes; she had one of 
those tender complesions that after a good ery get all blurred 
and inflamed, and morbidly aBuiing. I regretted keenly her 
mistake about my private aesthetics, for I simply lo\’e that 
tinge of Botticellian pink, that raw rosę about the lips, those 
wet, matted eyelashes; and, naturaHy, her bashful whim 
deprived me..of many opportunities of specious consolatioh. 
There was, however, morę to it than I thought. As we sat in 
the darkness of the veranda (a rude wind had put out her red 
candles), Haze, with a dreary laugh, said she had told Lo that 
her beloved Humbert thoroughly appro^■ed of the whole camp 
idea “and now,” added Haze, "the child throws a Bt; pretext: 
you and I want to get rid of her; actual reason: I told her we 
would exchange tomonow for plainer stuff some much too 
cutc night things that she bullied me into buying for her. You 
sec, she sces herself as a starlet; I see her as a sturdy, healthy, 
but dccidedly homcly kid. This, I guess, is at the root of our 
troubles.” 


61 


I managed to wayky Lo for a few seconds: 
she^^ on the landmg, in sweatshirt and green-stained wbite 
short^ runmagmg in a trunk. I said sometbing meant to 
taendly and funny but sbe only emitted a snort witbout look- 
ing at me. Desperate, dying Humbert patted ber clumsily on 
to cocc^ and sbe struck him, ąuite painfully, with one of 
the late Mr. Haze’s sboetrees. “Doublecrosser," sbe said as I 
crawled downstairs rubbing my aim with a great show of rue. 
Sbe did not condescend to bave dinner with Hum and mam: 
washed ber bair and went to bed witb ber ridiculous books*. 
And bn Tbursday quiet Mrs. Haze drove ber to Camp Q. 

As greater authors tban I have put it: “Let readers imagine" 
etc. On second thougbt, I may as web give tbose imaginations 
a kick in tbe pants. I knew I bad fallen in love witb Lobta 
foreyer; but I also knei^' sbe would not be foreyer Lobta. Sbe 
wonld be tbirteen on January 1. In two years or so sbe would 
cease being a nympbet and would tum into a "young girl,” 
and tben, into a “college girl”—tbat horror of horrors. Tbe 
Word “foreyer” referred only to my own passion, to the etemal 
Lolita as reflected in my blood. Tbe Lobta whose iliac crests 
bad not yet flared, tbe Lobta tbat today I could toucb and 
smeU and hear and see, tbe Lobta of tbe strident yoice and the 
ricb brown bair—of the bangs and the swirls at the sides and 
the curls at the back, and the sticky bot neck, and the vulgar 
Yocabulary—^"reyolting,” “super,” ‘luscious,” “goon,” “drip” 
—that Lobta, my Lobta, poor Catubus would lose foreyer. So 
bow could I afford not to see ber for two montbs of summer 
insomnias? Two whole montbs out of the two years of ber re- 


maining nymphage! Should I disguise myseb as a somber old- 
fasbioned girl, gawky Mbe Humbert, and put up my tent on 
tbe outskirts of Camp Q, in the bope that its russet nymphets 
would clamor: “Let us adopt that deep-yoiced D.P.,” and drag 
the sad, shyly smfling Berthe au Grand Pied to their rustic 
hearth. Berthe wib sleep with Dolores Hazel 

Idle dry dreams. Two montbs of beauty, two montbs of ten- 
demess, would be sguandered foreyer, and I could do nothing 
about ib but nothing, mais rien. 

One drop of rare honey, how'ever, that Tbursday did hołd in 
its acom cup. Haze was to drive ber to the camp in the early 
moraing. Upon sundry sounds of departure reaching me, I 
robed out of bed and leaned out of the window. Under the 
poplars, the car was already athrob. On the sidewalk, Louise 
stood shading her eyes with ber band, as if the bttle trayeler 
were abeady riding into the Iow moming sun. The gesture 
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ptm'ed to be premature. “Hony opl” sbouted I^aze. My 
Lolita, who was half in and aboat to slam the car door, wind 
down the glass, wave to Loaise and the pophis (wbom and 
whicb sbe was never to see again), internipted the motion of 
fate; sbe loobed up—and dasbed badc into the house (Haze 
fudously caUing after her). A moment later I heard my sweet- 
heart mnning up fte stairs. My heart expanded with such 
force diat it almost blotted me out I hitcbed up the pants of 
' my pajamas, flung the door open: and simultanebusly Lolita 
arriyed, in her Sunday frock, stampińg, panting, and then she 
was in my arms, her innocent inouth melting under the fero- 
cious pressure of dark małe jaws, my palpitating darlingl The 
nert instant I heard her—aliw, unraped—datter downstairs. 
The motion of fate was resumed. The blond leg was puHed in, 
the car door was slammed—^was re-slammed—^and driver Haze 
at the wolent wheel, rubber-ied lips writhing in angry,, in- 
audible speech, swung my dailing assay, wHIe unnoticed by 
them or Louise, old Miss Opposite, an inyalid, feebly but 
rhythmicaUy waved from her vined yeianda. 


16 


The holłow of my band was stiD wory-full of Lolita—^full of 
the fed of her pre-adolescently incurved back, Ihat iwry-- 
smooth, sliding sensation of her sldn through the thin frock 
that I had worked up and down whiłe I held her. I marched 
into her tumbled room, threw open the door of the closet and 
plunged into a heap of cnimpled things that had touched her. 
There was particuLrly one pink texture, sleazy, torń, with a 
faintly acrid odor in the seam. I wTapped in it Humberf s huge 
engorged heart. A poignant chaos was welling within me— 
but I had to drop those things and hurriedly regain my com- 
posure, as I became aware of the maid’s velvety voice calling 
me softly from the stairs. She had a message for me, she said; 
and, topping my automabc thanks m‘th a Jdndly “you're wel- 
come,” good Louise left an unstamped, cuiiously clean-Iook- 
ing lettcr in my shalang hand. 

Tbis is a confession: I lo\'e you [so Oie letter hegan; and 
tor 3 distortcd moment I mistook its hvsterical scrawl for a 
schoolgirl’s scnbblej. Last Sunday in church—had you, who 
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refosed to come to see oar beautiful new -windowsl—only 
last Sunday, my dear one, when l asked the Lord what to do 
abont iL I was told to act as I am acting now. You see, there 
is no altemative. I have loved you from the ininute I saw 
you. I am a passionate and lonely woman and you are the 
love of my life. 

Now, my dearest, dearest, mon cher, cher monsicar, you 
have read this; now you Icnow. So, will you please, at once, 
pack and Ieave. This is a landlady*s order. I am dismissing a 
lodger. I am Idcking you ouL Gol Serami Depzitezl I shall 
he back by dinnertime, if I do eighty both ways and don’t 
have an accident (but what would it matter?), and I do 
not wish to fiud you in the house. Please, please, Ieave at 
once, now, do not even read this absurd notę to the end. 
Go. Adieu. 

The situation, cbóri, is quite simple. Of course, I know 
with absolute certamty that I am no^ing to you, nothing at 
all. Oh yes, you enjoy talking to me (and kidding poor me), 
you have grown fond of our friendly house, of the books I 
like, of my lovely garden, even of Lo's noisy ways—^but I am 
nothing to you. Right? Right. Nothing to you whatever. But 
if, after reading my “confession,” you decided, in your dark 
romantic European way, that I am attractive enou^ for you 
to take advantage of my letter and make a pass at me, then 
you would be a criminal—worse than a kidnapper who rapes 
a child. You see, cbóń. If you dedded to stay, if I found 
you at home (which I know I won’t—and that's why I am 
able to go on like this), the fact of your remainiug would 
only mean one tbing: tbat you want me as much as I do 
you: as a lifelong matę; and that you are ready to Imk up 
your life with min ę forever and ever and be a father to my 
little girl. 

Let me rave and ramble on for a teeny while morę, my 
dearest, sińce I know this letter has been by now tom by you, 
and its pieces (iHegible) in the vortex of the toileL My 
dearest, mon fn^, trós eber, what a world of love I have 
built up for you during this miraculous Junel I know how 
reserv'ed you are, how '“British.” Your old-world reticence, 
your sense of decorum may be shocked by the boldness of an 
American girlf You who conceal your strongest feelings must 
łbml- me a shameless little idiot for throwing open my poor 
bruised heart like this. In years gone by, many disappoint- 
ments came my way. Mr. Haze was a splendid person, a 
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sterTing soul, but he happened to be twenty years my senior, 
and—let-us not gossip about the pasŁ My dearest, 
yonr coriosity must be ■weH satisSed if you have ignored my 
reguest and read tiiis letter to the bitter end. Neyer mind. 
Destroy it and go.. Do not forget to leave the bey on the 
desk in your room. And some scrap of addiess so that I 
could refund the twelve dobars I owe you till the end of the 
month. Good-bye, dear one. Pray for me—you ever pray. 

C.H. 

What I present here is what I remember of tiie letter, and 
what I remember of the letter I remember yerbatim (induding 
that awful French). It was at least twice longer. I have left out 
a lyrical passage which I morę or less sldpped at the tirne, con- 
ceming Lolita’s brother who died at 2 when she was 4, and 
how much I wonld have liked him. Let me see what dse can I 
say? Yes. There is just a chance that "the voTtex of the toileF’ 
(where the letter did go) is my own matter-of-£act contribu- 
tion. She probably begged me to make a spedal fire for iL 
My first movement was one of repulsion and retreat My 
second was like a friend's cahn band fabing upon my shoulder 
and bidding me take my time. I did. I came out of my daze 
and found myself stib in Lo’s room, A fub-page ad rtpped out 
of a slick magazine was affixed to the wab above the bed, be- 
tween a crooneFs mug and tiie lashes of a movie actress. It 
represented a dafk-haired yourig husband with a kind of 
drained look in his Irish eyes. He was modebng a robę by So- 
and-So and holding a bridgdflce tray by So-and-So, with break- 
fast for two. The legend, by the Rev. Thomas Moreb, cabed 
him a "conąuering bero.” The thoroughly conąuered lady 
(not shown) was presumably propping herself up to receive 
her half of Óre tray. How her bedf^ow was to get under the 
bridge without some messy mishap was not elear. Lo had 
fcwn a jocose arrow to the haggard loyer^s face and had put, 
in błock letters; H. H. And indeed, despite a difference of a few 
years, the resemblance was strildng. Under this was another 
picture, also a colored ad. A distinguished playwright was sol- 
emnly smoking a Drome. He always smoked Dromes. The 
resemblance was slight. Under this was Lo’s chaste bed, bt- 
tered “comics.” The enamel had come off the bedstead, 
|ea\ing hlack, morę or less rounded, maiks on the wbite. Hav- 
mg con%-inced myself that Louise had left, I got into Lo’s bed 
and reread the letter. 
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Gentlem^ OF THE jHRYf I cannot swear tbat certain mo 
tions pertaining to the business in band—if I may coin an 
expression—^had not drifted across my mind before. My mind 
had not retained them in any logi cal form or in any relation 
to definitely recollected occasions; but I cannot swear—^let me 
repeat—that I had not toyed with them (to rig up yet an- 
other expression), in my dimness of thought, in my darlmess 
of passion. There may have been times—^there must have been 
times, if I know my Humbert—^when i had brought up for 
detached inspection the idea of marrying a maturę ■nadow (say, 
Charlotte Haze) with not one relative left in the wide gray 
World, merely in order to have my way with her child (Lo, 
Lola, Lolita). I am even prepared to teH my tonnentcrrs that 
perhaps once or twice l had cast an appraiseds cold eye at 
Charlotte's coral hps and bronze hair and dangerously Iow 
necldine, and had vaguely tried to fit her into a plausible day- 
dream. This I confess under torturę. Imaginary torturę, per¬ 
haps, but all the morę honible. I wish I might digress and 
tell you morę of the pavor noctiimm that would rack me at 
night hideously after a chance term had struck me in the ran¬ 
dom readings of my boyhood, such as peine forte et dure (what 
a Genius of Pain must have inyented thati) or the dreadful, 
mysterious, insidious words, "tiauma," "traumatic event,” and 
"transom,” But my tale is sufficiently incondite already. 

After a while I destroyed the letter and w'ent to my room, 
and ruminated, and rumpled my hair, and modeled my purple 
robCj and moaned through clenched teeth and suddenly— 
Suddenly, gentlemen of §ie jury, I felt a Dostoeyskian grin 
dawning (ftrough the very grimace that twisted my lips) hke 
a distant and terrible sun, I imagined (under conditions of 
new and perfect yisibility) all the casual caresses her mothei^s 
husband would be able to lavish on his Lolita. I would hołd 
her against me three times a day, every day. All my troubles 
would be espelled, I would be a healthy man. "To hołd thee 
lightly on a gentle knee and print on thy soft cheek a parent's 
kLs , .WeH-read Humbertl 

Then, with all possible caution, on mental tiptoe so to 
speak, I conjured up Charlotte as a possible matę. By God, I 
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could malce myself bring ber tbat economically balved grape¬ 
fruit, that sugarless brealcfast. 

Humbert Humbert sweating in tbe fierce wbite bgbt, and 
bowled at, and trodden upon by sweating poUcemen, is now 
leady to make a furtber "statement” (guel motf) as be tums 
bis conscience inside out and rips ofE its innermost lining. I 
did not plan to marty poor Charlotte in order to eliminate ber 
in some vulgar, gruesome and dangerous manner sucb as Idll- 
ing ber by placing five bichloride-of-mercury tablets in ber 
preprandial sherry or anything lOce tbat; but a debcately allied, 
pharmacopoeial thought did tinkle in my sonorous and 
douded brain. "WTry bmit myself to tbe modest masked caress 
I bad tried abeady? Otber versions of venefy presented them- 
selves to me swaying and smiling. I saw myself administering 
a powerful sleeping potion to botfa mother and daugbter so as 
to fondle tbe latter tbrough tbe nigbt with perfect impunity. 
The bouse tos fuH of Charlotte's snore, wbile Lobta hardly 
breathed in ber sleep, as still as a painted girl-cbild. “Mother, 
I swear Kenny never even touched me.” “You either be, 
Dolores Haze, or it was an incubus.” No, I would not go tbat 
far. 

So Humbert tbe Cubus scbemed and dreamed—and tbe red 
sun of desire and decision (tbe two things that create a bve 
World) rosę higber and higher, wbfle upon a succession of 
balconies a succession of bbertines, sparlding glass in band, 
toasted tbe bliss of past and futurę nigbts. Tben, figuratively 
speaking, I sbattered tbe glass, and bolffly imagined (for I was 
dmnk on those visions by tben and underrated tbe gentleness 
of my naturę) how eventuaby I might blackmafl—^no, that is 
too strong a word—mauvemail big Haze into letting me con- 
sort with little Haze by gently ftreatening tbe poor doting 
Big Dove with desertion if sbe tried to bar me from playing 
with my legał stepdaugbter. In a w’ord, before sucb an Amaz- 
ing Offer, before sucb a \'astness and variety of vistas, I nas 
as belpless as Adam at tbe preview of early oriental Wstory, 
miraged in his apple orchard. 

And now take down tbe fobowing important remark; tbe 
artist in me bas been gi\'en tbe upper band o\'er tbe gentle¬ 
man. It is witb a great effort of will that in tbis memoir I 
have managcd to tune my style to tbe tonę of tbe joumal that 
I kept when Mrs. Haze nas to me but an obstacle. That 
joumal of minę is no morę; but I have considered it my 
artisric dutj' to presca^e its intonations no matter bow faise 
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and brutal they may seem to me. now. Fortunately, my story 
has reached a point where I can cease insulting poor Charlotte 
for the.sake of retrospective, verisimilitude. 

Wishing to spare poor Charlotte two or three hours of sus- 
I^nse on a winding road (and avoid, perhaps, a head-on col- 
hsion that wonld shatter our different dreams), I madę a 
thoughtful but abortive attempt to reach her at the camp by 
telephone. She had left an hour before, and getting Lo instead, 
I told her—trembling and brimming with my -mastery over 
fetę—that I was going to many her motfaer. I had to repeat it 
twice because something was preyenting her from giving me 
her attention, “Gee, that's swell,” she said laughing. "When 
is the wedding? Hołd on a sec, the pup—That pup here has 
got hołd of my soch. Listen —” and she added she guessed she 
was going to have loads of fun . . . and I realized as I hung 
up that a couple of hours at that camp had been sufBcient to 
biot out with new impressions the image bf handsome Hum- 
bert Humbert from little Lolila's mind. But what did it mat- 
ter now? .I would get her back as sbon as a decent amount of 
time after the wedding had elapsed. “The orange blossom 
would have scarcely wiSiered on the grave,” as a poet might 
have said. But I am no poeŁ I am oriy a very conscientions 
recorder. 

After Louise had gone, I inspected the icebox, and finding 
it much too puritanic, walked to town and bought the richest 
foods available. I also bought some good liąuor and two or 
three kinds of vitamins. I was pretty surę that with the aid of 
these stimulants and my natu^ resources, I would avert any 
embarrassment that my indifference might incur v/hen called 
upon to display a strong and impatient Same. Again and again 
resourceful Humbert eyoked Charlotte as seen in the raree- 
show of manly imagination. She was weh groomed and shape- 
ly, this I could say for her, and she was my Lolita's big ^er-— 
this notion, perhaps, I could keep up if only I did not visualize 
too realisticaUy her heavy hips, round knees, ripe bust, the 
coarse pink of her neck (“coarse’’ by comparison with silk 
and honey) and aH the rest of that sorry and duH thing; a 
handsome woman. 

The sun madę its usual round of the house as the aftemoon 
ripened into eyening. I had a drink. And another. And yet 
another. Gin and pineapple fuice, my favorite mixture, alwajs 
double my energy. I decided to busy myself with our unk^pt 
lawn. Une petite attention. It was crowded with dandelions, 
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and a cnrsed dog—loalŁe dogs—had defiled the fiat Stones . 
■where a snndial had once stood. Most of the dandelions had 
changed from suns to moons. The gin and Lolita vjere dancing 
in me, and I ahnost feU over the folding chairs that I attempted 
to dislodge, Incamadine rehrasl There are some ernctations 
that sonnd Kke cheers—^at least, minę did. An old fence at the 
hack of the garden sepaiated ns from the neighbor’s garfaage 
receptades and lilacs; but there sras nothing between the front 
end of onr lawn (-where it sloped along one side of the house) 
and the Street Therefore I was able to -watch {-with the smark 
of one about to perform a good action) for the return of 
Charlotte: that tooth shonld extracted at once. As I Inrched 
and lunged -with the hand mower, bits of grass optically twit- 
tering in the Iow sun, I kept an eye on that section of suburban 
Street It cur\’ed in from under an arch-way of huge shade 
trees, then sped towards us do-wn, do-wn, quite sharply, -past 
old Miss Opposite’s ivied brick honse and high-sloping la-wn 
(much trimmer than ours) and disappeared behind onr own 
front porch wfrich I conld not see from where I happfly 
belched and labored. The dandelions perished. A reak of sap 
mingled -with the pineapple. Two little girls, Marion and 
Mabel, whose comings and goings I had mechanicaUy fol- 
lowed of late (but who could replace my Lolita?) -went toward 
the avenae (from which onr Lawn Street cascaded), one pnsh- 
ing a bicycle, the other feeding from a paper bag, both taUdng 
at the top of their sunny voices. Leslie, old Miss Opposite's 
gardener and chauffeur, a vecy amiable and athletic Negro, • 
griimed at me from afar and shouted, re-shouted, commented 
by gesture, that I was mighty energetic to-day. The fool dog of ' 

the prosperous junk dealer next door ran after a blue car— I 

not Charlotte’s. The prettier of the hso little gi^ (Mabd, I ' 

think), shorts, halter with little to halt bright hair—a n 3 fTnph- j 

et by Pan!—^ran back down the Street crumpling her paper i 

bag and was hidden from this Green Goat by the frontage of ! 

Mr. and Mrs. Humbert’s residence. A station wagon popped j 

out of the leaf)’ shade of the avenue, dragging some of it on its i 

toof before the shadows snapped, and swung by at an idiotic I 

pace, the sweatshirted driver roof-holding with his left hand 
and the junkman’s dog tearing alongside. There was a smiling 
pause—^and then, with a flutter in my brcast I -witnessed the 
return of the Blue Sedan. I saw it glide downhill and disappear 
behind the comer of the house.' I had a glimpse of her calm 
pale profile. It oceurred to mc that until she went upstairs she 
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would not Icnow whether I liad gone or not. A minutę later, 
wth an expression of great anguish on her face, she looked 
down at rae from the- window of Lo^s room. By sprinting up- 
stairs, I managed to leach that room tefore she left it. 



When THE BEiDE is 3 widow and the groom is a widower; 
when the former has lived in Our Great Little Town for hardly 
two years, and the latter for hardly a month; when Monsieur 
■wants to get the whole damned thing over with as quicldy as 
posśible, and Madame gives in with a tolerant smile; then, my 
reader, the wedding is generally a “quiet” affair. The bride 
may dispense with a tiara of orange blossoms securing her 
Enger-tip yeil, nor does she carry a white orchid in a prayer 
booh. T^e bride's little daughter might have added to the 
ceremonies uniting H. and H. a touch of vivid vermeil; but I 
Icnew I would not dare be too tender with comered Lolita yet, 
and therefore agreed it was not worth while tearing the cMd 
dway from her belóved Camp Q. 

My soi-disant passionate and lonely Charlotte was in every- 
day hfe matter-of-fact and gregarious. Moreover, I discovered 
that although she could not control her heart or her cries, she 
was a woman of principle. Immediately after she had become 
' morę or less my mistress (despite the stimulants, her ‘‘nervous, 
eager chdri”— s. heroic cbłd —^had some initial trouble, for 
which, however, he amply corapensated her by' a fantastic dis¬ 
play of old-world endearments), good Charlotte interviewed 
me about my relations with God. I could have answered that 
on that score my mind was open; I said, instead—^pa^ng my 
tribute to a pious platitude—Ihat I believed in a cosmic spirit. 
Looldng down at her fingemails, she also asked me had I not 
in my femily a certain strange strain. I countered by inquiring 
whether she would still want to marry me if my fetter^s ma- 
temal grandfather had been, say, a Turk. She said it did not 
matter a' bit; but that, if she eveT found out I did not beh’eve 
in Our Christian God, she would commit suicide. She said it 
so solemnly that it g 3 ve me the creeps. It was then I knew 
she was a woman of principle. 
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Oh, she was yery genteel: she said "excase me” wlienever a 
slight buip interrup^ ber flowing speech, called an envelope 
an ahnyelope, and when talking to her kdy-friends referred 
to me as HumberL I thought it wonld please her if I 
entered tiie community trailing some glamor after me. On tiie 
day of OUT wedding a litóe inteiview with me appeaied in the 
Society Column of the Ramsdale Jouma], with a photograph 
of Charlotte, one eyebrow up and a misprint in her name 
(“Hazei"). Despite this contretemps, the publicity warmed ^ 
the potcelain coddes of her heart—and madę my ratfles shake j 
with awful glee. By engaging in church work as weH as by { 
getting to faaow tiie better mothers of Lo’s schoolmates, 
Charlotte in the course of twenty months or so had managed 
to become if not a prominent, at least an acceptable Citizen, 
but never before had she come under that thrilling mbrigue, 
and it was I who put her there, Mr. Edgar H. Humbert (I 
threw in the “Edgar” jnst for the heck of it), “writer and 
ezplorer.” McCoo's brother, when taking it down, asked me 
what I had written. Whatever I told him came out as “sev- 
eial books on Peacock, Rainbow and other poets.” It was also 
noted that Charlotte and I had known each other for several 
yeats and that I was a distant rdation of her first hosband. 

I hinted I had had an affair with her thirteen j^ears ago but 
this was not mentioned in ptinL To Charlotte I said that 
society columns should contain a shimmer of errois. 

Let us go on with this cnrious tale. When called upon to 
enjoy my promotion from lodger to lover, did I experience 
only bittemess and distaste? No. Mr. Humbert.confe^es to a 
certain titiUation of his vanity, to some faint tendemess, even 
to a pattem of remorse daintily mnning along the Steel of his 
conspiratorial dagger. Never ^d I thought that the rather 
ridiculous, though rather handsome Mrs. Haze, with her blind 
faith in the wisdora of her church and book club, her manner- 
iśms of docution, her barsh, cold, contemptuous attitude to- 
ward an adorable, downy-aimed child of twelve, could tum | 
into such a touching, helpless creatuie as soon as I laid my j 

hands upon her whidi happened on the threshold of Lolita’s ! 

room whither she tremidously backed repeating, "no, no, 
please no." 

The transformation improved her looks. Her smile that had 
bccn such a contrived thing, thencefoith became the radiance 
of utter adoration—a radiance hanng something soft and 1 
moist about it, in which, with wonder, I recognized a re- \ 
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semblance to tŁe ]ovely, inane, lost look that Lo had when 
gloating over a new kind of concoction at the toda fountain 
or mutely admiring my expensive, alv?ays tailor-fresh clothes. 
Deeply fccinated, I would watch Charlotte whfle she swapped 
parental woes with some other lady and madę that-national 
grimace of feminine resignation (eyes rolling up, mouth droop- 
ing sideways). which, in an infantile form I had seen Lo 
making herself. We had highballs before tuming in, and 'with 
their help, I would manage to evolce the chiłd while caressing 
the mother. This was the white stornach within which my 
nymphet had been a little curved fish in 1934. This carefully 
dyed hair, so sterile to my sense of smell and touch, acąuired 
at cęrtain lamplit moments in the poster bed the tinge, if not 
the.texture, of Lohta’s curls. I kept teUing myself, as I wielded 
my brand-new large-as-life wife, that biologically this was the 
nearest I could get to Lolita; that at Loh‘ta’s age, Lotte had 
been as desirable a schoolgirl as her daughter was, and as 
Lolita’s daughter would be some day. I had my wife unearth 
from under a collection of shoes- (Mr. Haze had a passion for 
them, it appears) a thirty-year-old album, so that I might 
see how Lotte had looked as a child; and even though the light 
was wrong and the dresses graceless, I was able to make out a 
dim first version of Lolita's outline, legs, cheekbones, bobbed 
nose. Lottelita, Lolitchen. 

So I tom-peeped across the hedges of years, into wan little 
Windows. And when, by means of pitifuUy ardent, naively 
lasciyious caresses, she of the noble nipple and massive thigh 
prepared me for the performance of my nightly duty, it was 
stiU a nymphet’s scent that in despair I tried to pick up, as I 
bayed tlurough the undergrowth of dark decaying forests. 

I simply can’t teH you how gentle, how touching my poor 
wife was. At breakfast, in the depressingly bright Idtchen, with 
its chrome glitter and Hardware and Co. Cdendar and cute 
breakfast nook (simulating that Coffee Shoppe where in their 
college days Charlotte and Humbert used to coo together), 
she would sit, robed in red, her elbow on the plastic-topped 
table, her cheek propped on her fist, and stare at me with in- 
tolerable tendemess as I consumed my ham and eggs. Hum- 
bert’s face might twitch with neuralgia, but in her eyes it vied 
in beauty and animabon with the sun and shador^'S of leayes 
rippling on the white refrigerator. My solemn exasperabon 
was to her the silence of Iove. My smali income added to her 
even smaller one impressed her as a brilliant fortunę; not be- 
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caose łŁe resnlting sum now sufficed for most middie-dass 
needs, but because even my money sbone in ber eyes with the 
magie of my manliness, and sbe saw our joint account as one 
of those Southern bouleyards at midday that have sohd shade 
on one side and smooth sunsbine on the other, all the ■way 
to the end of a prospect, where pinh mountains loom, 
luto the fifty ^ys of our cohabitation Charlotte crammed 
the acti\ities.of as many yeais. The poor woman busied her- 
self -with a number of things sbe had foregone long before or 
had ne\'er been much interested in, as if (to prolong these 
Proustian intonations) by my manying the mother of the 
child I loved I had enabled my -wife to regain an abundance : 
of youth by proxy. With the zest of a banał young bridc, she ^ 
started to “^orify the home.” Knowing as I did its every ! 

cranny by heart—sińce those days when from my chair I ' 

mentally mapped out Lolita’s course throngh the house—I I 
had long entered into a sort of emotional relationship with 
it, with its very ugliness and dirt, and now I could almost feel 
the wretched thing cower in its reluctance to endnre the bath 
of ecra and ocher and putty-buff-and-snuff that Charlotte 
planned to give it She neyer got as far as that tharik God, 
but she did use up a tremendous amount of energy in wash- 
ing window shades, waxing the slats of Venetian blinds, pox- 
chasing new shades and new blinds, retuming them to the 
storę, repladng them by others, and so on, in a constant' i 
chiaroscuro of smfles and frowns, doubts and pouts. She | 
dabbled in cretónnes and chintzes; she changed the colors of ; 
the sofa—^the sacred sofa where a bubble of paradise had once | 

buTSt in slow motion within me. She rearranged the fumiture j 

■—^and nas pleased when she found, in a housćhold treatise, * 
that "it is permissible to separate a pair of sofa commodes and { 
their companion lamps.” With the authoress of Your Home j 
Is You, she de\'eloped a hatred for little lean chairs and spindle ■ 
tables. She belieyed that a loom hawng a generous expanse 
of glass, and lots of rich wood paneling was an example of the s 
masculine tps of room, whereas tiie feminine tjpe was | 
characterized by lighter-looldng m'ndon’s and frailer wood- | 
Work. The novcls I had found her reading when I moved in 
werc now replaced bj’ fllustrated catalogues and homemaWng 
guides. From a firm loeated at 4640 Roose\'elt Blvd., Phila- 
delphia, she ordered for our double bed a "damask corered 
512 coil mattress”—although the old one seemed to me re- 
sihcnt and durable enough for whatcN^cr it had to support | 
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_ A Midwestemer, as her late hxisband had also been, sbe bad 
lived in-coy Ramsdale, the gem of an eastem state, not long 
enougb to know all the mce people. Sbe knew sbgbfly tbe 
jovial dentist who lived in a kind of ramsbackle wooden 
chateau bebind oux kwn. Sbe bad met at a cburcb tea the 
“snooty” wife of tbe łocal junk dealer wbo owned tbe “colo- 
nial” wbite borror at tbe comer of tbe avenue, Now and then 
sbe "yisited witb” old Miss Opposite; but tbe morę patrician 
matrons among those sbe called upon, or met at lawn funo 
tions, or bad telepbone cbats witb—^sucb dainty ladies as Mrs. 
GIave, Mrs. Sberidan, Mrs. McCrystal, Mrs. Knigbt and 
otbers, seldom seemed to caB on my neglected Charlotte. 
Indeed, the only couple witb wbom sbe had relations of real 
cordiality, devoid of any aińtie-pensóe or practical foresight, 
were the Farlows who had just come back from a business trip 
to Chile in time to attend our wedding, witb the Chatfield^ 
McCoos, and a few otbers (but not Mrs. Junk or the even 
prouder Mrs. Talbot). John Farlow was a middle-aged, ąuiet, 
ąuietly athletic, ąuietly successful dealer in sporting goods, 
who had an office at Parkington, forty miles away; it was be 
who got me the cartridges for tbat Colt and sbowed me how 
to use it, during a walk in tbe woods one Sunday; be was also 
what be called witb a smile a part-time lawyer and bad handled 
some of Charlotte’s affairs. Jean, his youngisb wife (and fiist 
cousin), was a long-limbed girl in harleąuin glasses witb two 
boxer dogs, two pointed breasts and a big red mouth. She 
painted—^landscapes and portraits—and vividly do I remember 
praising, over cocktails, liie picture she had madę of a niece 
of bers, bttle Rosaline Honeck, a rosy honey in a Girl Scout 
uniform, beret of green worsted, belt of green webbing, 
charming shoulder-long curls—and John removed his pipę 
and said it was a pity DoUy (my DoHta) and Rosabne were so 
critical of each other at school, but be boped, and we all 
hoped, they would get on better when tbey retumed from 
their respective camps. We talked of the school. It had its 
drawbacl^, and it had its virtues. “Of couise, too many of the 
tradespeople here are Italians,” said John, “but on the other 
band we are still spared—“I wish,” interrupted Jean witb a 
laugh, ‘TDoIly and Rosaline were spending the summer to 
gether.” Suddenly I imagined Lo retuming from cami>— 
brown, warm, drowsy, drugged—and was ready to weep witb 
passion and impatience. 
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A FEw woRBS MORĘ abotit Mrs. Htunbert wbfle tbe going is 
good (a bad accident is to happen quite soon). I bad been 
always aware of the possessive stre^ in ber, but I iiev'et 
thougbt sbe wonld be so oazily jealous of aoything in my Ufe 
tbat bad not been sbe. Sbe sbowed a fierce insatiable ćuriosity 
for my past. Sbe desired me to resuscitate aD my loves so tbat 
sbe migbt .make me insult tbem, and trampie upon tbem, and 
revoIce tbem apostately and tofally, tbus destroying my past. 
Sbe madę me t^ ber about my marriage to Yaleria, wbo was 
of couise a scream; but I also bad to invent, or to pad atro- 
ciously, a long series of mistresses for Cbarlotte’s morbid 
delectation. To keep ber bappy, I bad to present ber witb an 
illustrated catalogue of tbem, all nicely differentiated, accord- 
ing to tbe rules of those American a^ wbere scboolcbildren 
aie pictured in a subtle ratio of laces, witb one—only one, but 
as cute as tbey mabe tbem—chocolate-colored round-eyed 
little lad, almost in tbe very middle bf tbe front row. So I 
presented my women, and bad tbem smile and sway—tbe 
languorous blond, tbe fiery branette, tbe sensual copperhead— 
as if on paradę in a bordello. Tbe morę popular and platitu- 
dinous I madę tbem, tbe morę Mrs. Humbert was pleased witb 
tbe sbow. 

Never in my life bad I confcssed so much or received so 
many confessions. Tbe sinc^ty and artlessness witb wbich sbe 
discussed wbat sbe called ber ‘loYC-life,” from first necking to 
connubial catcb-as-catcb-can, were, ethicaUy, in striking con- 
trast witb my gbb compositions, but tecbnically tbe two sets 
were congeneric sińce both were affected by Óie same stuff 
(soap operas, psycboanaly^sis and cbeap novelettes) upon 
wbich I drew for my cbaractcrs and sbe for ber modę of ex- 
pression. I was consideiably amused by certain remaiJ:able sex- 
ual habits tbat tbe good Harold Haze bad bad according to 
Charlotte wbo thougbt my mirth improper, but otheiwise 
ber autobiogiapby was as de\-oid of interest as ber autopsy 
would hare bccn. I ne\’eT saw a healtbier woman tban she^ 
despite tbinning diets. 
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Of niy Lolits slie seldoin spoke—morę seldom, in fact, than 
she did .of the blurred, blond małe baby whose photograpb 
-to the exclusion of aH others adorned our bleak bedroom. In 
one of her tasteless reveries, she predicted that the dead in- 
fanfs soul would return to earth in the form of the Afld she 
would bear in her present wecDock. And although I felt no 
special urge to supply the Hmnbert linę wifli a replica of 
Harold's production (Lolita, with an incestuous thrill, I had 
grown to regard as my child), it occurred to me that a pro- 
longed confinement, with a nice Caesarean operation and 
other complications in a safe matemity ward sometime next 
spring, would give me a chanem to be alone with my Lolita for 
weeks, perhaps —and goige the limp nymphet with sleeping 
pills. 

Oh, she simply hated her daughterl What I thought espe- 
cially yicious was that she had gone out of her way to inswer 
with great diligence the guestionnaires in a foors book she had 
(A Guide to Yout ChiJd’s DeveIopment), published in Chi¬ 
cago. The rigmarole went year by year, and Mom was sup- 
posed to 611 out a kind of inventory at each of her child's 
birthdays. On Lo’s twelfth, January 1, 1947, Charlotte Haze, 
nóe Becker, had underlined the foDowing epithets, ten out of 
forty, under ‘Tour Child's Personality”: aggressive, bnisterous, 
critical, distrustful, impatient, irritable, inquisitive, listless, 
negativistic (underlined twice) and obstinate. She had ignored 
the ihirty remaining adjectives, among which were cheerful, 
ca-operative, energetic, and so forth. It was really maddemng. 
With a brutality that otherwise never appeared in my loving 
wife’s mfld naturę, she attacked and routed such of Lo’s 
little belongings that had wandered to various parts of the 
house to freeze there like so many hypnotized bunnies. Little 
did the good lady dream that one moming when an upset 
stornach (the result of my trying to improve on her sauces) 
had prevented me from accompanying her to church, I de- 
ceived her with one of Lolita's anklets. And then, ber attitude 
toward my saporous darling’s lettersi 

Dear Mummy and Humłiy, 

Hope you are 6ne. Thank you very much for the candy. 

I [crossed out and re-written again] I lost my new s«'eater 

in the woods. It has been cold here for the last few days. 

Tm having a time. Love. 
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"The dranb child," said bfo. Hmnbert, "bas left out a word 
before ‘time/ That svi'eater w'as aH-woob and I wisb you -would 
not send ber candy without consulting me.” 
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There was a woonLAKE (Hour^ass Labę—not as I bad 
tbougbt it was spelled) a few mfles from Ramsdale, and there 
was one weefc of great beat at tbe end of July wben we drove 
theie daily. 1 am now obHged to describe in some tedious detaił 
our last swim togetber, one tropical Tuesday moming. 

We bad left tbe car in a partog area not far from tbe road 
and were maldng our way down a x>atb cut tbrougb tbe pine 
forest to tbe lalce, wben Charlotte remarlced that Jean Farlow, 
in ąuest of rare ligbt effects (Jean belonged to tbe old scbool 
of painting), bad seen Lesbe talcing a dip “in tbe ebony" (as 
John bad ąuipped) at fire o’clocb in tbe moming last Snnday. 

“The water,” I said, "must have been quite cold.” 

"That is not tbe point,” said tbe logical doomed dear. "He 
is subnonnal, you see. And,” sbe continued (in that carefuby 
pbrased way of bers that was beginning to tell on my bealth), 
"I b3ve a veiy definite feebng ouf Louise is in love witb that 
moron.” 

Feebng. "We feel DoUy is not doing as well” etc. (from an 
old scbool report). 

The Humberts wallced on, sandaled and robed. 

"Do you bnow, Hum; I have one most ambitions dream,” 
prouounced Lady Hum, lowering berbead—sby of that dream 
—and communing with tbe tawny ground. "'I would love to 
get hołd of a real tiained seisnnt maid liŁe that German girl 
tbe Talbots spółce ob and have ber live in tbe bouse.” 

“No room,” I said. 

"Come,” sbe said with ber ąuizzical smile, "surely, ch^ri, 
you underestimate tbe possibflities of tbe Humbert borne. We 
would put ber in Lo’s roora. I intended to make a guestroom 
of that hole an}-n-ay. It’s tbe coldest and meanest in tbe whole 
bouse." 

"k^Tiat are you talking about?" I asked, tbe sb‘n of my 
checkboncs tensing up (tbis I take tbe trouble to notę only 
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because my danghter^s skin did ibe same when she felt that 
way; disb^ef, disgust, irritation). 

“Aie you bothered by Romantic Associations?” queried my 
wife—^in aHusion to ber fiest suirender. 

''Hen no,” said L "I just wonder where will you put your 
daughter when you get your guest or your maid.” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Humbert, dreaming, smiling, drawing out 
the “Ah” simultaneously wifh the laise of one eyehrow and a 
soft eshalation of bieath. “Little Lo, Tm afraid, does not enter 
the picture at all, at aD. lattle Lo goes straight from camp to 
a good boarding school with strict discipline and some sound 
lehgious training. And then—^Beardsley College. I have it aD 
mapped ont, you need not wony.” 

She went on to say that she, Mrs. Humbert, would have to 
overcome Jier habitual sloth and write to Miss Phalen’s sister 
who tau^t at St Algebra. The dazzling lalce emerged. I said I 
had forgotten my sungksses in the car and would catch up 
with her. 

I had always thought that wringing one’s hands was a fio- 
tional gesture—the ohscure outeom^ perhaps, of some me- 
dieval ritual; but as I took to the woods, for a spell of despair 
and desperate meditation, this was the gesture (“look. Lord, 
at these chainsl”) that would have come neaiest to the mute 
expression of my mood, 

Had Charlotte been Yaleria, I would have known how to 
handle the situation; and “handle’' is the word I want. In the 
good old days, by merely twisting fat Valeria’s brittle wiist 
(the one she had fallen upon feom a bicycle) I could make 
her change her mind instantly; but anything of the sort in 
regard to Charlotte was unthinkable. Bland American Char¬ 
lotte frightened me. My lighthearted dream of controlling 
her through her passion for me was aD wrong. I dared not do 
anything to spofl the image of me she had set up to adore. I 
had toadied to her when she was the awesome duenna of my 
darling, and a groveling something stiD persisted in my atti- 
tude toward her. The only ace I held was her ignorance of my 
monstrous love for her Lo. She had been annoyed by I^s 
lilcing me; but my feelings she could not divine. To Valeria I 
might have said: “Look here, you fat fool, c’est moi qni dócide 
wlmt is good for Dolores Humbert” To Charlotte, I could not 
even say (with ingiatiating calm): “Excuse me, my dear, I dis- 
agree. Let us give the cbAd one morę chance. Let me be her 
private tutor for a year or so. You once told me yourseD —" 
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In fart, I could not say anjiŁiag at aE to Charlotte ahout the 
child Yńthout giving mys^ away. Oh, you cannot unagine (as 
I had iiever imagined) what liiese womeii of principle are! 
Charlotte, -who did not notice the falsity of all the eveiyday 
conventions and rules of hehavior, and foods, and boohs, and 
people she doted npon, would distingnish at once a false in- 
tonation in anjihing I might say "with a view to keeping Lo 
near. She was lilce a musician who may he an odious ^^£lga^ian 
in ordinary life, devoid of tact and taste; hut who wilł hear a 
false notę in musie with diabolical accuiacy of iudgment. To 
break Charlotte’s will, I would have to break her hearŁ If I 
broke her heart, her image of me. would break too. If I said: 
"Either I have my way with Lolita, and you help me to keep 
the matter ąniet, or we i>art at once,” she would have tumed as 
pale as a woman of clouded glass and slowly replied: “Afl 
right, whatever you add or relract, this is the end.” And 
the end it would be. 

Such, then, was the mess. I remember reaching the parking 
area and pumping a handful of rust-tasting water, and drinking 
it as avi(By as if it could give me magie wisdom, youth, free- 
dom, a tiny coneubine. For a while, purple-robe^ hed-dan- 
^ing, I sat on the edge of one of the rude tables, under the 
wooshing pines. In the middle distance, two little maidens in 
shorts and halters came out of a sun-dappled pri \7 marked 
“Women.” Gum-chewing Mabel (or MabeFs nnderstudy) 
laboriously, absent-mindedly, stiaddled a bicycle, and Marion, 
shałang her hair because of the flies, settled behind, legs wide 
apart; and, wobbling, they slowly, absently, merged with the 
light and shade. Lolital Father and dau^ter melting into 
these woodsl The natural solution was to destroy Mrs. Hum- 
bert But how? 

No man cah bring ahout the perfect murden chance, how- 
c\’cr, can do iL There was the famous dispatch of a Mme 
Lacour in Arles, Southern France, at the dose of last century. 
An unidentified bearded six-footer, who, it nas later con- 
jectured, had been the lad/s seeret lo^-er, walked up to her in 
a crowded Street, soon after her maniage to Colonel Lacour, 
^d mortally stabbed her in the back, three times, while the 
Colonel, a sinall buhdog of a man, hung onto the murderer^s 
arm. By a miraculous and beautiful coincidcnce, riaht at the 
momcTjt when the operator was in the act of loofening the 
angty' little husband s jan^s (while se^■e^ 3 l onlookers wre clos- 
ing in upon the groap), a crankj’ Italian in the house nearest 
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to flie scene set off by sbeer accident some Idnd of explosrve 
be was tiakering with, and immediately the Street was tumed 
into a pandemonium of smoke, falling bricks and running 
people. The explosion hurt no one (except that it knocked out 
gamę Colonel Lacour); but the lad/s vengeful lover ran 
when the others ran—and lived happfly ever after. 

Now look what happens when łhe operator himself plans a 
perfect removal. 

I waTked down to Hourglass Lakę. The spot from which we 
and a few other “nice” couples (the Farlows, the Chatfields) 
bathed was a Idnd of smali cove;,my Charlotte liked it because 
it was almost “a priyate beach.” The main bathing facilities 
(or "drowning facilities" as the Ramsdale Joamd had had 
occasion to say) were m the left (eastem) part of the hour¬ 
glass, and could not be seen from our coveleŁ To our right, the 
pines soon gave way to a eurve of marshland which tumed 
again into forest on the opposite side. 

I sat down beśide my s^e so noiselessly that she started. 

"ShaU we go in?” she-asked. 

"We shalł in a minutę. Let me foUow a train of thought” 

Ithought. Morę than a minutę passed. 

"AII right. Come on." 

‘Was łon that train?" 

"You certainly were.” 

"I hope so,” said Charlotte entering the water. It soon 
reached the gooseflesh of her thick thighs; and then, joining 
her out-stretched hands, shutting her mouth tight, very plain- 
faced in her blaćk rabber headgear, Charlotte flung herself 
forward with a great splash. 

Slowly we swam out into the shimmer of the lakę. 

On the opposite bank, at least a Ihousand paces away (if one 
could walk across water), I could make out the tiny figures of 
two men working like beavers on their stretch of shore. I knew 
exactly who they were: a retired policeman of Polish descent 
and the retired plumber who owned most of the timber on 
that side of the lakę. And I also knew they were engaged in 
buflding, )ust for the dismal fun of the thing, a wharf. The 
knocks that reached us seemed so much bigger than what 
could be distinguished of those dwarfs' arms and tools; indeed, 
one suspected the director of those acrosom‘c effects to have 
been at odds with the puppet-master, especiahy sińce the hefty 
crack of each diminutive blow lagged behind its visual version. 

The short white-sand strip of "our” beach—^from which by 

80 



now "we łiad gone a littie "way to leact deep -water —vrzs empty 
on weekday momings. There was nobody around except those 
two tiny veiy busy figures on the opposite side, and a dark-ied 
private piane that droned cwerhead, and tben disappeared in 
the blue. The setting was reaDy perfect for a brisk bubbling 
murder, and here was the subtle point; the man of law and the 
man of water were just near enough to witness an accident and 
just fer enough not to observe a crime. They were near enough 
to hear a di^cted bather thrashing about and beHowing for 
somefaody to come and help him save his drowning wife; and 
they were too far to distingnish (if they happened to look too 
soon) that the anything but disbacted swimmer was finishing 
to tread his wife underfooL I was not yet at that stage, I merely 
want to convey the ease of the act, the nicety of the settingi 
So there was Charlotte swimming on with dutiful awkwardness 
(she was a very mediocre mermaid), but not withont a certain 
solemn pleasuie (for was not ber mennan by ber side?); and 
as I watched, with the stark lucidity of a futurę recohection 
(you know—trying to see things as you wńll remember harung 
seen them), the glossy whiteness of ber wet face so little 
tanned despite aH ber endeavoTS, and ber pale lips, and ber 
naked convex forehead, and the tight black cap, and the 
plump wet neck, I knew that alł I had to do was to drop back, 
take a deep breath, then grab ber by the anlde and rapidly dive 
with my captive corpse. I say corpse because surprise, panie 
and inexperience would cause het to inhale at once a lethal 
galion of lakę, while I would be able to hołd on for at least a 
fuH minutę, open-eyed under water. The fatal gesture passed 
like the taił of a falling star across the blackness of the con- 
templated crime. It was like some dreadful silent ballet, the 
małe dancer holding the baHerina by ber foot and strealdng 
down through wateiy' twilight I might come up for a mouthful 
of air while still holding ber down, and then would dive again 
as many times as would be necessary, and only when the cur- 
tain came dowm on her for good, would I permit myself to yeH 
for help. And when some twenly minutes later the tw'o pup- 
pets steadily groning arrń-ed in a rowboat, one half newly 
painted, poor Mrs. Humbert Humhert, the wetim of cramp 
or coronaiy occlusion, or both, would be standing on her head 
in the inky ooze, some thirtj’ feet below' the smiling surface 
of Hourglass Lakę. 

Simplc, was it not? But what d’ye know, folks—just could 
not make mjaelf do itl 
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svram beside me, a trustful and clumsy seal, and aH thc 
logie of passion screamed in my ear; Now is the timel And, 
folks, I just couldn’tI In silence I turaed shorewaid and grave- 
ly, duhfuHy, she also turned, and stfll heli screamed its counsel, 
and still I could not make myself drown the poor, slippeiy, 
big-bodied creature. The scream grew morę and morę remote 
as I realized the-melancholy fact that neither tomprrow, nor 
Friday, nor any other day or night, could I make myself put 
her to death. Oh, I could yisualize myself slapping Valeria’s 
' breasts out of alignment, or otherwise hurting her—and I 
could sec myself, no less clearly, shooting her Iover in the un- 
derbeHy and maMng him say “akh!” and sit down. But I could 
not kill Charlotte—especiahy when things were on the whole 
not quite as hopeless, perhaps, as they seemed at first wince on 
that miserable moming. Were I to catch her by her strong 
łdeking foot; were I to see her amazed look, hear her awful 
Yoice; were I still to go through with the ordeal, her ghost 
would haunt me all my life. Perhaps if the year were 1447 
instead of 1947 I might have hoodwinked my gentle naturę by 
administering her some classical poison from a hollow agate, 
some tender philter of death. But in our middle-class nosy era 
it would not have come off the way it used to in the brocaded 
palaces of the past. Nowadays you have to be a scientist if you 
want to be a l^er. No, no, I was neither, Ladies and gentle- 
men of the jury, the majority of sex offenders that hanker for 
some throbbing, sweet-moaning, physical but not necessarily 
coital, relation with a girl-chfld, are innocuous, inadeąuate, 
passive, timid strangers who merely ask the community to 
aBow them to pursue their practically harmless, so-called aber- 
rant behavior, their little hot wet priyate acts of sexual devia- 
tion without the police and society cracking down uponthem. 
We are not sex fiendsl We do not rape as good soldiers do. 
We are unhappy, mild, dog-eyed gentlemen, sufficiently wcH 
integrated to control our urge in the presence of adults, but 
ready to give years and years of life for one chance to touch 
a nymphet. EmphaticaUy, no killers are we. Poets never kill. 
Oh, my poor Charlotte, do not hate me in your etemal heaven 
among an etemal alchemy of asphalt and rubber and metal and 
stone—^but thank God, not water, not waterl 

Nonetheless it was a very close shave, speaKng quite ob- 
iectively. And now comes the point of my perfect-crime para- 
ble’ 

We sat down on our towels in the thirsty sun, She looked 
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siound, loosened her bia, and tnrned m-er on her stomacŁ to 
give her back a chance to be feasted upon. She said she lo\’ed 
me. She sighed deeply. She estended one arm and groped in 
the pocket of her robę for her dgarettes. ^e sat np and 
smoked. She exanuncd her right shoulder. She Idssed me 
heavil 7 with open smoky mouth. Snddenly, down the sand 
bank behind ns, &om under the bnshes and pines, a stone 
rohed, then another. 

'Those disgusting prying Idds,” said Charlotte, holding up 
her big bia to her breast and tuming prone again. “1 shall baw 
to spe^ about that to Peter Rrestov^.” 

From the debouchment of the trail came a mstle, a footfeH, 
and Jean Farlow marched down wilh her casel and things. 

"You scared us,” said Charlotte. 

Jean said she had been np there, in a place of green conceal- 
ment, spying on naturę (spies are geneially shot), trying to 
finish a lakescape, bnt it was no good, she had no talent what- 
ever (which was quite tme)—^“And have you m’er tried paint- 
ing, Humbert?" Charlotte, who was a little jealous of Jean, 
wanted to know if John was coming. 

He was. He was coming home for lunch today. He had 
dropped her on the way to Parkington and shonld be picking 
her up any time now. It was a grand moming. She always felt 
a traitor to CavaII and Melampus for lea\Tng them roped on 
such gorgeous days. She sat down on the white sand beh^een 
Charlotte and me. She wore shorts. Her long brown legs were 
about as attractńn to me as those of a chestnnt marę. She 
showed her gums when she smQed. 

“I almost put both of you into my lakę,” she said. "I e\'en 
noticed something you o\'erlooked. You [addressing Humbert] 
had your wrist TOtch on in, yes, sir, you had.” 

"Waterproof,” said Charlotte softly, maldng a fish mouth. 

_ Jean took my •Riist upon her knec and oamined Charlotte’s 
gift, then put back Humberfs hand on the sand, pahn up. 

‘Tou could see an)'thing that Yiay," remarked Charlotte 
coąuettishly. 

Jean sighed. "I once saw,” she said, “two chfldren, małe and 
fcmalc, at sunsct, right here, malung love. Their shadows were 
giants. And I told you about Mr. Tomson at davbieak. Next 
fee I eipcct to see ht old Ivor in the irory. He is reahy a 
freak, that man. Last time he told me a completeły indecent 
stoiy about his ncphcw. It appeais—■” 

"HuIIo there,” said John’s voice, 
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My habit of being silent when displeased, or, morę exactly, 
the cold and scaly quality of my displeased silence, used to 
firighten Valeria out of her wits, Sbe used to wliimper and ^vail, 
saying “Ce qui me rend, ioUe, c’est que je ne. sais k quoi tu 
penses quand tu es comme ęa.” I tried being silent with Char¬ 
lotte—and she just chirped on, or phucked my silence under 
the chin. An astonishing womani I would retire to my former 
room, now a regular “studio,” mumbling I had after alł a 
leamed opus to write, and cheerfully Charlotte went on beau- 
tifying the borne, warbling on the telephone and writing let- 
ters. From my window, through the lacquered shiver of poplar 
leaves, I could see her Crossing the Street and contentedly mad- 
ing her letter to Miss Phalen's sister. 

The week of scattered showers and shadows which elapsed 
after our last visit to the motionless sands of Hourglass Lakę 
was one of the gloomiest I can recall. Then came two or three 
dim rays of hope—^before the ultimate sunbursL 

It occurred to me that I "had a fine brain in beautiful work- 
ing order and that I might as weh use it. If I dared not meddle 
with my wife's plans for her daughter (getting warmer and 
browner every day in the fair weather of hopeless distance), I 
could surely devise some generał means to assert myself in a 
generał 'way that might be łater directed tonard a particular 
occasion. One evening, Charłotte herself provided me with an 
opening. 

“I have a surprise for you,” she said łooking at me with fond 
eyes over a spoonfuł of soup. “In the fałł we two are going to 
England.” 

I swałlowed my spoonfuł, wiped my łips with pink paper 
(Oh, the cooł rich h‘nens of Mirana Hotełl) and said: 

“I have ałso a surprise for you, my dear. We tw'o are not go¬ 
ing to En^and.” 

“^^^ly, whaFs the matter?” she said, łooking—^with morę 
surprise than I had counted upon—at my hands (I nas invoI- 
untarily fołding and tearing and crusbing and tearing again the 
Innocent pink napkin). My smiling face set her somewhat at 
easc, however. 

“The matter is quite simple,” I replicd. “Even in the most 
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harmonious o£ households, as onrs is, not aH decisions are 
taken by the female partner. There are certain things that the 
hnsband is there to decide. I can well imagine the thnU that 
you, a healthy American-gal, mnst esperience at Crossing the 
Atlantic on the same ocean liner witfa Lady Bumble—or Sam 
Bumble, the Frozen Meat King, or a Hollywood harlot. And 
I doubt not that you and I woold make a pretty ad for the 
Traveling Agency when portiayed looldng—^you, fenldy starry- 
eyed, I, controhing my enyious admiration—at the Pałace 
Sentries, or Scarlet Guards, or Beaver Eaters, or wh3tever 
they are called. Bat I happen to be allergic to Europę, indud- 
ing meny old England. As you weB know, I bave oothing but 
very sad associations with the Old and rotting World. No 
colored ads in your magazines will change the sitnation.” 

“My darling,” said Charlotte. “I really —" 

"No, 7?ait a minutę. The present matter is only inddentaL 
I am concemed with a generał trend, When you wanted me to 
spend my aftemoons sunbathing on the Lakę instead of doing 
my Work, I gladly gave in and became a bronzed glamor boy for 
your sake, instead of remaining a scholar and, well, an edu- 
cator. When you lead me to bridge and bourbon wth the 
cbarming Farlows, I meekly foUow. No, please, wait. When 
you decorate your home, I do not interfere with your schemes. 
When you dedde—you decide all kinds of matters, I 
may be in complete, or in partial, let us say, disagreement— 
but I say notfaing, I ignore the particular. I cannot ignore the 
generał. I love being bossed by you, but ev'ery gamę has its 
rules. I am not cross. I am not cross at aB. Don’t do that. But 
I am one half of this household, and have a smaB bat distinct 
voice.” 

She had come to my side and had faBen on her knees and 
was slowly, but veT 5 ' vehemently, shaldng her head and claning 
at my trousers. She said she had ne\-er realized. She said I was 
her rulcr and her god. She said Louise had gone, and let us 
make lore rightarsny. She said I must forgń-e ber or she would 
die. 

This little inddent fiBed me with considerable elation. I told 
her ąuictly that it was a matter not of aslńng forgń-eness, but 
of chandng one’s u-aj-s; and I xesolved to press my rd\'rńt 3 ge 
and spend a good deal of timc, aloof and moody," worbng at 
my bonk—or at least pretending to work. 

Tlic studio bed in my former room had long bcen con- 
vcrted into the sofa it had alnays bcen at hcart, and Charlotte 
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had wamed me sińce the very beginning of our cohabitation 
tbat graduaHy the room would be tumed into a regular "writ- 
e/s den.” A couple of days after the British Incident, I was 
sitting in a new and very comfortable easy chair, with a largc 
Yolume in my lap, when Charlotte rapped with her ring finger 
and sauntered in. How different were her moyements from 
those of my Loli^ when she used to visit me in her dear dirty 
blue jeans, smeHing of orchards in nymphetland; awkward and 
fey, and dimly deprayed, the lower buttons of her shirt un- 
fastened. Let me tell you, however, something. Behind the 
brashness of little Haze, and the poise of big Haze, a trickle 
of shy life ran that tasted the same, that murmured the same. 
A great French doctor once told my father that in near rela- 
tiyes the faintest gastric gurgle has the same “voice,” 

So Charlotte sauntered in. She felt all was not well between 
us. I had pretended to faH asleep the night before, and the 
night before that, as soon as we had gone to bed, and had risen 
at dawn. 

Tenderly, she inąuired if she were not "intermpting.” 

“Not at the moment,” I said, tuming volume C of the Girls' 
Enćychpedia around tp ezamine a picture printed “bottom- 
edge” as printers ąy. 

Charlotte went up to a little table of imitation mahogany 
with a drawer. She put her hand upon it. The little table was 
ugly, no doubt, but, it had done nothing to her. 

“I have always wanted to ask you,” she said (businesslike, 
not coąuettish), “why is this thing locked up? Do you want it 
iri this room? It’s so abominably uncouth.” 

“Leave it alone,” I said. I was Camping in Scandinavia. 

“Is there a key?” 

“Hidden.” 

“Oh, Hum ...” 

“Locked up love letters.” 

She gave me one of those wounded-doe looks that irntated 
me so much, and then, not quite knowing if I was serious, or 
how to keep up the conyersation, stood for several slow pages 
(Campus,' Canada, Candid Camera, Candy) peenng at Ąe 
windowjjane ra&er than through it, drumming upon it with 
sharp ahnond-and-rose fingemails. 

Presently (at Canoeing or Canvasback) she stroHed up to 
my chair and sank down, tweedily, weightily, on its arm, im 
undating me with the perfume my first wife had used. '\yould 
his lordship like to spend the fali here?” she asked, pointing 
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■with het little €nger at an aotumii view in a consemtiye East- 
em State. “Why?” (veiy distinctły and slowly). She shiugged. 
{Probably Harold used to take a Yacation at that time. Open 
season. Conditional ieflex on het part) 

"I think I know where that is,” she said, still pointing. 
'Tbere is a hotel I lememher, Enchanted Hunters, ąnaint, 
isn’t it? And the food is a dream. And nobody bothers any- 
body." 

She lubbed her check against my tempie. Valeria soon got 
ovcr that 

“Is there anything special yon "would Iflce for dinnei^ dear? 
John and Jean will ^op in later.” 

I answered with a grunt She kissed me on my underlip, and, 
brightiy saying she would bakę a cake (a tradition subsisted 
ftom my lodgjhg days that I adoted het cakes), left me to my 
idlencss. » 

Carefully putting down the open book where she had sat 
(itattempted to send forth a rotation of W2ves, but an inserted 
pencil stopped the pages), I checked the hiding place of the 
key: rather self-consciously it łay under the old expensive safety 
razor I had used before she bougbt me a much better and 
cheaper one. Was it the perfect hiding place—there, under 
that razor, in the groove of ite velvet'lined case? The case lay in 
a smaH trunk where I kept various business papets. Gould I 
improre upon this? Remarkable how difficult it is to conceal 
things—espedally when one’s wife keeps monkeying with the 
fumiture. 
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I THINK, IT WAS czactly a weck after our last swim that the 
noon mail brought a reply from the second Miss Phalen. The 
lady wrotc she had just retumed to St Algebra from her sistePs 
funcral. “Euphemia had nerer been the same after brealang 
that hip.” As to the matter of Mrs. Humbert's daughter, she 
rrished to rq3ort that it v.-as too late to enroU her this year; 
but that she, the sunńing Phalen, nns practically certain that 
if Mr. and Mrs. Humbert brought Dolores o\er in January, her 
admittancc might be ananged. 

Nert day, after lunch, I u-enl to see “our” doctor, a friendly 
fcllow wbosc perfcct bedsidc manner and complete reliance 
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on a patented dmgs adeąuately masTced his ignorance of, 
and indifference to, medical sdence. The fact that Lo would 
liave to come back to Ramsdale was a treasure of anticipation. 
For this event I wanted to be fuHy prepared. I had in fact be- 
gun my campaign earber, before Charlotte madę that crael 
decision of bers. I had to be surę when my Icndy child arriyed, 
that very m'ght, and then night after night, tmta St. Algebra 
took her away from me, I would possess the means of putting 
two crea^res to sleep so thorooghly that neither sound nor 
touch should rouse them. Throu^out most of July I had been 
experimenting with various sleeping powders, tiying them out 
on Charlotte, a great taker of pflls. The last dose I had given 
her (she thought it was a tablet of mild bromides—to anoint 
her nerves) .had knocked her out for four soh'd hours. I had 
put the radio at fuU blast I had blazed in her face an olisbos- 
like flashlight. I had pushed her, pinched her, prodded her— 
and nothing had disturbed the rhythm of her calm and powet- 
fuł breathing. However, when I had done such a simple thing 
as kiss her, she had awakened at once, as fresh and strong as an 
octopus (I barely escaped). This would not do, I thought; had 
to get something stilł safer. At first. Dr. Byron did not seem to 
believe me when I said his last prescription was no match for 
my insomnia. He suggested I tiy again, and for a moment 
diyerted my attention by showing me photographs of his 
family, He had a fascinating child of Doll/s age; but I saw 
through his tricks and insisted he prescribe the mightiest pili 
extant. He suggested I play golf, but finaDy agreed to give me 
something. that, he sai<k “would reahy worF'; and going to a 
cabinet, he produced a vial of yiolet-blue capsules banded with 
dark puiple at one end, which, he said, had just been placed 
on the market and were intended not for neurotics whom a 
draft of water could calm if properly administered, but only 
for ^eat sleepless artists who had to die for a few hours in 
order to live for centuries. I love to fool doctors, and though 
inwardly rejoicing, pocketed the pflls with a skeptical shrug. 
Incidentalły, I had had to be careful with him. Once, in an- 
other connection, a stupid lapse on my part madę me mention 
my last sanatorium, and I thought I saw the tips of his ears 
twitch. Being not at all keen for Charlotte or anybody else 
to know that period of mypast, I had hastily explained that I 
had once done some research among the insane for a noveL 
But no matter; the old rogue certainly had a sweet girleen. 

I left in great spirits. Steering my wife’s car with one finger, 
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I contentedly roUed homeward. Ramsdale had, after all,'lots 
of chanri. TTie cicadas wbirred; the avenue had been freshly 
v.'atered. Smootbly, almost silkOy, I tamed down into our 
steep little streeL Everything was somehow so ri^t that day. 
So blue and green. I knew the sun shone because my ignition 
kcy vas reflected in the windshield; and I knew it was exacUy 
half past .three because the nurse who came to massage Miss 
Opposite every aftemoon was tripping down the narrow side- 
walk in her wbite stockings and shoes. As usual, Junk’s hys- 
terical setter attacked me as I rolled downhill, and as usual, the 
local paper was lying on the potch where it had just been 
hurled by Kenny. 

The day before I had ended the regjme of aloofness I had 
imposed upon myself, and now uttered a cheetful homecoming 
cali as I opened the door of the living room. With her cream- 
white napę and bronze bun to me, wearing the yeHow blouse 
and maroon slacks she had on when I first met ber, Chailotte 
sat at the comer bureau writing a letter. My band still on the 
doorknob, I icpeated my hearty ciy. Her writing band stopped. 
She sat still for a moment; then she slowly tumed in her chair 
and rested her elbow on its cnrved back. Her face, disfigured 
by her emotion, was not a pretty sight as she stared at my legs 
and said: 

“The Haze woman, the big bitch, the old cat, the obnonous 
mamma, the—^the old stupid Haze is no longer yom dupę. She 
has—she bas ...” 

My fair accuser stopped, swaHowing her A’cnom and het 
tears. ^Vhatc\’er Humbert Humbert said—or attempted to say 
■—is inessential. She went on: 

“Yon’re a monster, You’re a detestable, abominable, crim- 
inal fraud. If yon come near—scream out the window. Get 
backl" 

Again, whatever H.H. murmured may be omitted, I think. 

“I am leaving tonight This is ah yours. Only youTl ne\'er, 
ne\’eT sce that miseiable brat again. Get out of this room.” 

Readcr, I did. I went up to the ex-scmi-studio. Arms akim- 
bo, I stood for a moment quite still and self-composed, sur- 
A-cying from the threshold the rapcd little table nath its open 
drawcr, a kcy hanging from the lock, four other household kcys 
on the table top, I AA-alked across the landing into the Hum* 
bcrts' bedroom, and calmly remoATd my diary from undcr her 
pillow into my pocket. Then I slartcd to rralk downstairs, but 
^ stopped halfAAuy; she was talking on the tdephone which hap- 
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pened to be plugged just outside the door ofthe ]iving room. 
I wanted to hear what sbe was saying: she canceled an order 
for sornething or other, and retumed to the parlor. I reananged 
my respiration and went through the hallway to the Idtchen, 
. There, I opened a bottle of Scotch. She could never resist 
Scotch. Tben I walked into the dining room and from there, 
through the half-open door, contempkted Ćharlotte’s broad 
back, 

'Tou are ruining my hfe and yours/' I said ąuietly. "Let us 
be ciyilized people. It is all your hallucination, You are oazy, 
Charlotte. The notes you found were fragments of a novd, 
Your name and hers were put in by mere chance. Just because 
they came bandy. Think it over. I shaB bring you a drink.” 

She neither answered nor tumed, but went on writing in a 
scorching scrawl whatever she was writing. A third letter, pre^ 
sumably (two in stamped enyelopes were already laid out on 
the desk). I went back to the Idtchen. 

I set out two glasses (to Sb Algebra? to Lo?) and opened 
the refrigerator. It roared at me viciously while I removed the 
ice from its heart. Rewrite. Let her read it again. She will not 
recall details. Change, forge. Write a fragment and show it to 
her or leave it lying around. Why do faucets sometimes whine 
so horribly? A horrible situation, reaBy. The little pillow- 
shaped blocks of ice—^piUows for polar teddy bear, Lo— 
emitted rasping, crackling, tortured sounds as the warm water 
loosened them in their ceUs. I bumped down the glasses side 
by side. I poured in the whiskey and a dram of soda. She had 
tabooed my pin. Bark and hang went the icebox. Carrying the 
glasses, I waUced through the dining room and spoke through 
the parlor door which was a fraction ajar, not quite space 
enough for my elbow. 

“I have madę you a drink,” I said. 

She did not answer, the mad bitch, and I placed the glasses 
on the sideboard near the telephone, which had started to ring. 

“Leslie speaking. Leslie Tomson,” said Leslie Tomson who 
favored a dip at dawn. “Mrs. Humbert, sir, has been mn over 
and you’d better come ąuick.” 

I answered, perhaps a bit testily, that my wife was safe and 
sound, and sÓD holding the receiyer, I pushed open the door 
and said: - ^ 

'‘There’s this man saying you'ye been killed, Charlotte. 

But there was no Charlotte in the liying room. 
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I RTisHED OUT. The far side of onr steep Kttle Street preseuted a 
pecuHar si^L A big black glossy Packard had climbed Miss 
Opposite’s sloping lawn at an angle from the sidewalk (where 
a tartan laprobe had dropped in a heap), and stood there, 
shining in the sun, its doors open like wings, its front wheels 
deep in evergreen shrubbery. To the anatomical right of this 
car, on the trim turf of the lawn-slope, an old gentleman with 
a white mustache, well-diessed—doublebreasted gtay snit, 
polŁa-dotted bow-tie—^lay supine, his long legs together, like a 
death-size wai figurę. I have to put the impact of an instanta- 
neous vision into a sequence of words; their physical accumula- 
tion in the page impairs the actual flash, Óie shaip umty of 
impression: Rug-heap, car, old man-doU, Miss 0.'s nurse run- 
ning with a nistlą a half-empty tumbler in her hand, back to 
the screened porch—where the propped-up, imprisoned, 
decrepit lady herself may be imagined screeching, but not loud 
enough to iown the rhythmical yaps of the Junk setter walk- 
ing from group to group—from a bunch of neighbors already 
collected on the sidevi'dk, near the bit of checked stuff, and 
back to the car which he had finahy run to earth, and then to 
another group on the lawn, consisting of Leslie, ba '0 police- 
men and a sturdy man with tortoise shdl glasses. At this point, 
I should ezplain that the prompt appearance of the patrolmen, 
hardly morę than a minutę aftCT the accidcnt, was due to their 
hanng bcen ticketing the illegałly parkcd cars in a cross lane 
two blocks down the grade; that the fehow' with the glasses was 
Frcderick Beale, Jr., driver of the Packard; that his 79'year-old 
father, whom the nurse had )nst watered on the green bank 
where he lay—a bankcd banker so to speak—^T iWs not in a dead 
feint, but v.as comfortably and methodically recosering from a 
mild beart attack or its possibflit}-; and finaUy, that the laprobe 
on the sidcwalk (where she had so often pointed out to me 
with disappro\-al łhe crooked green cracks) concealed the man- 
glcd remains of Charlotte Humbert who had been knocked 
doT\-n and dragged ses-eral fcct by the Beale car as she was 
hunying across the Street to drop three Ictters in the maflboz, 
at the comer of Miss Oppositc's lawn. These wcrc picked up 
and handcd to mc by a pretfr' ch3d in a dirty pink frock, and 
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I got rid of them by clawing them tx) fragments in my trouser 
pocket 

Three doctors and the Farlows presently arrived on tije 
scene and took over. The widower, a man of exceptionaI self- 
control, neither wept nor raved. He staggered a bit, that be 
did; but he opeńed his mouth oniy to impart such information 
or issue such directions as were strictly necessaiy in connection 
with the identification, exammation and disposal of a dead 
woman, the top of her head a pomdge of bonę, brains, bronze 
hair and blood. The sun was stiU a blinding red when he was 
put to bed in Dol]y's room by his two friends, gentle John 
and dewy-eyed Jean; who, to be near, retired to the Hum- 
berts’ bedroom for the ni^t; which, for aB I know, they may 
not have spent as innocently as the solemnity of the occasion 
reąuired. 

I have no reason to dwell, in this very special memoir, on 
the pre-funeral fonnalities that bad to be attended to, or on 
the funeral itself, which was as ąuiet as the marriage had been. 
But a few incidents pertaining to those four or five days after 
Charlotte’s simple death, have to be noted. 

My first night of widowhood I was so drunk that I slept as 
soundly as the child who had slept in that bed. Next mormng 
I hastened to inspect the fragments of letters in my pocket 
They had got too thoroughly mixed up to be sorted into three 
complete sets. I assumed that . . and you had better find it 
because I cannot buy . . came from a letter to Lo; and 
other fragments seemed to point to Charlotte’s intention of 
fieeing with Lo to Parkington, or even back to Pisky, lest the 
yulture snatch her precious lamb, Other tatters and shreds 
(never had I thou^t I had such strong talons) obviously 
referred to an application not to St. A. but to another boarding 
school which was said to be so harsh and gray and gaunt in its 
inethods (although supplying croąuet under the elms) as to 
have eamed the nickname of “Reformatory for Young Ladies." 
FinaHy, the third epistle was obwously addressed to me. I 
madę out such items as . after a year of sepaiation we 
may oh, my dearest, oh my . . worse 

than if it had been a woman you kept . . . . or, raaybe, 

I shaD die . . •” But on the whole my gleanings madę littłe 
sense; the van'ous fragments of those three hasty missives were 
as jumbled in the palms of my hands as their elements had 
been in poor Charlotte's head. 

That day John had to see a customer, and Jean had to feed 
her dogs, and so I was to be deprived temporarily of my friends’ 
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company. The dear people were afraid I might commit suicide 
if left alone, and sińce no other friends -w-ere avaflable (Miss 
Opposite "was incommunicado, the McCoos weie busy build- 
ing a nem’ honse miles am-ay, and the Chatfields had been 
recently called to Maine by some family trouble of their om-n), 
I>esh'e and Louise m’ere commissioned to keep me company 
under the pretense of helping me to sort out and pack a mul- 
titude of orphaned things. In a moment of superb inspiration 
I shom-ed the land and credulous Fariom-s (we were waiting for 
Leslie to come for bis paid tryst math Louise) a Httle pboto- 
graph of Charlotte I had found among her affairs, From a 
boulder she smfled through blomm hair. It had been taken in 
April 1934, a memorable spring. WTiile on a business visit to 
the States, I had had occasion to spend sesural months in 
Pisky. We met—^and had a mad love affair. I v?as married, 
alas, and she was engaged to Haze, bnt after I retumed to 
Europę, we corresponded through a friend, now dead. Jean 
whispered she had heard some rumors and looked at the snap- 
shot, and, still looking, handed it to John, and John removed 
his pipę and looked at lovely and fast Charlotte Becker, and 
handed it back to me. Then the}- left for a few hours. Happy 
Louise was gurgling and scolding her swain in the basement. 

Hardly had the Fatlows gone than a blne-chinned cleric 
called—^and I tried to make the inteniew as brief as mus con- 
sistent with neither hurting his fcelings nor arousing his 
doubts. Yes, I would de\’ote all my life to the child’s welfare. 
Herc, incidcntally, was a Httle cross that Charlotte Becker 
had given mc whcn we were bolh young. I had a female 
cousin, a respectable spinster in Nesv York. Tbere m-e would 
find a good prisate school for Doiły. Oh, what a crafty Hum- 
bcrtl 

For the bencSt of Leslie and Louise who might (and did) 
report it to John and Jean I madę a tremendously loud and 
bcaubfully cnacted long-distance cali and simulated a conver- 
sabbn m'ih Shirlej’ Holmes. \\Ticn John and Jean retumed, 
I complctcly took them in by telling them, in a dcliberatcly 
mld and confused mutter, that Lo had gone with the inter- 
mediatc gtoup on a five-day hike and could not be rcachcd. 

"Good Lord.” said Jean, "m-hat shall we do?” 

John said it mus perfcctly simplc—hc m-ould get the Climax 
policc to find the hilccrs—^it would not take them an hour. In 
fact, hc l;ncsv the country and— 

"Look,” hc continucd. "whv don' 1 drivc Ihcre richt now 
anu you raay slccp mith Jean"—(he did not reallr add that 
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but Jean supported bis offer so passionately that it might be 
impbed). 

I broke down, I pleaded with John to let things remain the 
way they were. I said I could not bear to have the child aH 
around me, sobbing, clinging to me, she was so high-strang, 
the experience might react on her futurę, psychiatrists have 
analyzed such cases. There was a sudden pause. 

"Weil, you are the doctor,” said John a little bluntly. "But 
after all I was Char]otte’s friend and adviser. One would Idee 
to know what you are going to do about the child anyway.” 

"John,” cried Jean, "she is his child, not Harold Haze’s. 
Don’t you understand? Humbert is DoU/s real father." 

“I see,” said John, "I am sorry. Yes, I see, I did not realize 
that. It simplifies matters, of course. And whatever you feel is 
right." 

The distraught father went on to say he would go and fetch 
his delicate daughter immediately after the funeral, and would 
do his best to give her a good time in totally different sur- 
roundings, perhaps a trip to New iMerico or Cahfomia— 
granted, of course, he hVed. 

So artistically did I impersonate the calm of ultiinate de* 
spair, the hush before some crazy outburst, that the perfect 
Farlows removed me to their house. They had a good cellar, 
■as ceBars go in this country; and that was helpful, for I feared 
insomnia and a ghosL. 

Now I must explain my reasons for keeping Dolores away, 
NaturaBy, at first, when Charlotte had just been eliminated 
and I re-entered the house a free father, and gulped down the 
two whiskey-and-sodas I had prepared, and topped them with 
a pint or two of my "pin,” and went to the bathroom to get 
away from neighbors and friends, there was but one thing in 
my mind and pulse—namely, the awareness that a few hours 
hence, warm, brown-haired, and minę, minę, minę, Lolita 
would be in my arms, shedding tears that I would kiss away 
fester than they could weB. But as I stood wide-eyed and 
fiushed before the mirror, John Farlow tenderly tapped to 
inquire if I was okay—and I immediately realized it would 
be madness .on my part to have her in the house with aB 
those busybodies miBing around and scheming to take her 
away from me, Indeed, unpredictable Lo herself might—^who 
knows?—show some foolish distrust of me, a sudden repug- 
nance, vague fear and the like—and gone would be the magie 
prize at the very instant of triumph. 

Spealdng of busjhodies, I had another visitor—friend Beale, 
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the feUow who eliminated my mfe. Stodgy and solemn, look- 
inglike a land of assistant esecutioner, with his buhdog fowls, 
smaH black eyes, thicldy rimmed glasses and conspidous nos- 
trils, he Tvas ushered in hylohn who then left ns, dosing the 
door upon us, wth the utmost tacL Suavely saying he had 
twins in my stepdaughtei^s class, my grotesąue sisitor tm- 
rohed a large diagram he had madę of the accident. It was, 
as my stepdaughter w'oiild have pufc it, “a beaut,' wath ałl 
Idnds of impressive arrows and dotted lines in ^nricolored 
inia. Mis. H. H.’s trajectory was iDustiated at se^’eIa^ points 
by a series of those little outline figuies—doB-like wee career 
girl Ol WAC—^used in statistics as yisnal aids. Veiy dearly 
and condusively, this route came into contact with a boldly 
traced sinuous linę representing two consecutive swerves— 
one which the Beale car madę to avoid the Junk dog (dog 
not shown), and the second, a land of esaggerated continua- 
tion of the fiist, meant to aveit the tragedy. A very black cross 
indicated the spot where the trim httle outline figurę had at 
last come to rest on the sidewalk. I looked for some similar 
mark to denote the place on the embankment where my 
dsitot^s huge ■wax father had tedined, but there wns nonę. 
That gendeman, howes-er, had signed the document as a 
witncss undcmeath the name of Leslie Tomson, Miss Op- 
positc and a few other people. 

With his hiunmingbird pencil deftly and delicatdy S}-ing 
from one point to another, Frederick demonstrated his abso- 
lute innocencc and the recJdcssness of my wife: while hc was 
in the act of aroiding the dog, she had slipped on the freshly 
watcrcd asphalt and plungcd forward whcreas she should 
ha\e Suną hcrself not forward but backward (Fred showed 
how' by a jcrk of his padded shoulder). I said it was certainly 
not his feult, and the inąucst upheld my M'ew. 

Breathing \iolentIy through jct-black tense nostrils, he shook 
his hcad and my hand; thcn, with an air of perfect savoir mre 
and gentlcmanly gcnerosity, he offered to pay the funeral- 
home otpcnscs. Hc expcctcd me to rcfuse his offcr. With a 
drunkcn sob of gratitudc I acccptcd it. This took him aback. 
Slowly, maedulously, he rcpcated what hc had said. I thanked 
him again, mtn morę profusely than before. 

In rcsult of that wcird intcr\-icw, the numbness of my soul 
was for a moment resoh-ed. And no wonder! I had actually 
scen the agent of fate. I had paipted the very ficsh of fatc— 
and its pnddcd shoulder. A brilliant and monstrous mutation 
had suddcnly taken pbcc, and herc was the instrument. Wilh- 
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in thc mtricacies of the pattern (huiT 5 ^ng houscwife^ slippeiy 
pavemen^ a pest of a dog, steep grade, big car, baboon at its 
Wheel), I cbuld diinly distinguisb my own vile contribution. 
Had I not been such a fool—or such an intuitive genius—to 
preserve that joumal, fluids produced by vindictive anger and 
hot.sbame would not have blinded Charlotte in her dash to 
the inaiIbox. Biit even had they blinded her, stOl nothing 
might have happened, had not precise fate, that synchronizing 
phantom, mnced within its alembic the car and the dog and 
the Sun and the shade and the wet and the weak and the 
strong and'the stone. Adieu, Marlenel Fat fate’s formal hand- 
shahe (as reproduced by Beale before leaving the room) 
brought me out of my torpo^ and I wepL Ladies and gentle- 
men of the jury—-I wepL 


24 


The elms and the poplars were tuming their ruffled bachs 
to a sudden onslaught of wind, and a black thunderhead 
loomed above Ramsdale’s wbite church tower when I looked 
around me for the last time. For unknown adventures I was 
leaving the livid house where I had rented a room only ten 
weeks before. The shades—thrifty, practical bamboo shades— 
were already down. On porches or in the house their lich tex- 
tures lend modem drama. The house of heaven must seem 
pretty bare after that- A raindrop fell on my knuckles. I went 
back into the house for something or other while John was 
putting my bags into the car, and then a funny thing hap¬ 
pened. I do not know if in these tragic notes I have snfficiently 
stressed .the peculiar “sendin^’ effect that the wnter^s good 
looks—^pseudo-Celtic, attractively simiarf, boyishly manly— 
had on women of every age and environment.. Of course, 
such announcements madę in the first person may sound 
ridiculous. But eveiy once in a while I have to remind the 
reader of my appearance much as a professional novelist, who 
has given a character of his some mannerism or a dog, has 
to go on producing that dog or that mannerism every time 
the character crops up in the course of the book. There may 
be morę to it in the present case. My gloomy good looks 
should be kept in the mind’s eye if my story is to be properly 
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understood. Pubescent Lo swooned to Humbert’s cbarm as 
she did to hiccuppy musie; adult Łotte lo^-ed me wth a ma¬ 
turę, possessive passion that I now deplore and respect morę 
than I care to say. Jean Farlow who was thirty-one and ab- 
solutely neurotic, had also apparendy developed a strong 
liking for me. She was handsome in a carved-Indian sort of 
way, with a bumt sienna complexion. Her lips were like large 
crimson polyps, and when she emitted her spedal barbng 
laugh, she showed krge duH teeth and pale gums. 

^e was very tali, wore either slacks with sandals or biUow- 
ing skirts with baHet slippers, dranic any strong liąnor in any 
amount, had had two miscarriages, wrote stories about animals, 
painted, as the reader knows, lakescapes, was already nursing 
the cancer that was to kill her at thirty-three, and was hope- 
lessly unattractive to me. Judge then of my alaim when a 
few seconds before I left (she and I stood in the hallway) 
Jean, with her always trembling fingers, took'me by the 
temples, and, tears in her bright blue eyes, attempted, unsuc- 
cessfuHy, to glue herself to my lips. 

“Takc care of yourself,” she said, "Idss your daughter for 
me." 

A clap of thonder re\'erbeiated throaghont the house, and 
she added: 

"Perhaps, somewhere, some day, at a less miseiable time, 
v,-c may see each other again” (Jean, whate\'er, where^'eT you 
are, in minus time-space or plus soul-time, forgive me aH Biis, 
parenthesis induded). 

And presently I was shaldng hands with both of them in 
the Street, tiie sloping Street, and m^eijthing waś whirling and 
fljing before the approaching white deluge, and a truck with a 
mattress from Philadelphia was confidentiy rolling dowm to 
an empt>’ house, and dust was running and writhing over the 
eract slab of stone where Charlotte, when the}' lifted the lap- 
robc for me, had becn rmaaled, curled up, her e}’es intact, 
thdr blacł: lashcs still wet, matted, like }'ours, Lolita. 


25 


0.vE Micnr surrosE that with all blocks removcd and 
P«t of dclirious and unlimitcd dchghts before me, I 
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a pros- 
would 


have mentally sunk back, heaving a sigh of delicious relief. Eh 
hien, pas du fouff Instead of basking in the beams of smiling 
Chance, I was obsessed by aD sórts of purely ethical doubts and 
fears. Por instance: might it not su^rise people that Lo was 
so consistently debarred from atteńding fesfa've and funeial 
funćtions in ber immediate femily? Yoa remember—we had 
not had her at our wedding. Or another thing: granted it was 
the long haiiy ann of Coincidence that had reiached out to 
remoye an inndcent woman, might Coincidence not ignore 
in a heathen moment.what its twin limb had done and hand 
Lo a premature notę pf commiseiation? Tnie, the accident 
had been reported only by the Ramsdale Journal —not by the 
Parkington Recorder or Óie Climax Herid, Camp Q. being 
in another state, and local deaths 'having no federal news 
interest; but I could not help fancying that somehow Doiły 
Haze had been informed already, and that at the very time 
I was on my way to fetch her, she was being driven to Rams¬ 
dale by friends unknown to me. Still morę disąuieting than 
all these confectures and worries, was the fact that Humbert 
Humbert, a brand-new American Citizen of obscure European 
origin, had taken no steps toward becoming the legał guardian 
of his dead wnfe's daughter (twelve years and seven months 
old), Would I ever dare take those steps? I could not repress 
a shiver wheneyer I imagined my nudity hemmed in by mys- 
terious statutes in the merciless glare of the Common Law. 

My scheme was a marvel of primitiye art: I would whizz 
over to Camp Q., tell Lolita her modier was about to undergo 
a major operation at an invented hospital, and then keep 
ińoying with my sleepy nymphet from inn to inn whfle her 
mother got better and better and finaiły died. But as I traveled 
campward my anxiety grew. I could not bear to thmk I might 
not find Lolita ihere—or find, instead, another, scared, Lolita 
clamoring for some femily fńend: not the Farlows, thank 
God—she hardly knew them—^but mi^t there not be olher 
people I had not redtoned with? Fin^y, I decided to make 
the long-distance caU I had simulated so well a few days be- 
fore. It was raining hard when I pulled up in a muddy suburb 
of Parkington, just before-the Fork, one prong of which by- 
passed fhe city and led to the highway which crossed fte hihs 
to Lakę Climax and Camp Q. I flipped o2 the ignition and 
for ąuite a minutę sat in fte car bracing myself for that tele- 
phone caU, and staring at the rain, at the inundated sidcwalk, 
at a hydrant; a hideous thing, really, painted a thick silyer and 
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led, ertending the red stnmps of its anns to be vamislied by 
the rain wbicb Hke stylized blood drippcd upon ib argent 
cbains. No wonder that stopping beside those nightmare 
cripples is taboo. I drove np to a gasoline station. A surprise 
awaited me when at last the coins had satisfactorily clanked 
down and a voice was allowed to answer minę. 

Holmes, the camp mistress, infonned me that DoUy had 
gone Monday {this was We^esday) on a hibe in the hills 
with her group and was eiąjected to return rather late today. 
Would I care to come tomorrow, and wbat was exactly— 
Without going into details, I sald that her mother was hos- 
pitalized, that the situation was grave, that the cluld should 
not be told it was grave and that she shonld be ready to leave 
with me tomorrow aftemoon. The two voices parted in an es- 
plosion of warmth and good wiD, and thiough some freak 
mechanical flaw aH my coins came tumbling back to me with 
a hitting-the-jackpot ćlatter that almost madę me laugh de- 
spite the disappointment at baving to postpone bliss. One 
wondcrs if this sudden discharge, this spasmodic refund, was 
not corrciated somchow, in the mind of McFate, with my 
ha^ing invented that litóe apedition before e\'er leaming of 
it as I did now. 

What next? I proceeded to the business center of Parkjng- 
ton and dei.’oted the whole aftemoon (the weather had 
dcared, the wet town w'as like silver-and'glass) to buying 
bcautiful things for Lo. Goodncss, what crazy purchases were 
promptcd by the poignant prcdflection Humbert had in those 
daj-s for chcck u-eaves, bright cottons, frilk, puffed-out short 
slcCTes, soft pleats, snug-fitting bodices and generously foB 
skirtsi Oh Lolita, you are my girl, as Vee was Poe’s and Bea 
pante's, and what little girl would not like to whirl in a 
circular skirt and scantics? Did I hare something special in 
mind? coanng voices askcd me. Sv,Tmming suits? We have 
thon in all shades. Dream pink, frostcd aqua, glans mauve, 
tulip red, oolala black. "WTiat about playsuits? Slips? No sh'ps. 
Lo and I loathcd slips. 

One of my guides in these mattcrs was an anthropometric 
cnhy madc by her molhcr on Lo's h^-dfth birthday (the reader 
SOTcmbers tliat Know-Your-Child book). I had the feeling 
llist Charlotte, moved by obscurc motivcs of ensy and disfike, 
haa added an inch heie, a pound thcrc; but sińce the mmphet 
somcwhat in the last ses-en mónths, I 

ouęnt I could safcly sccept most of those January measure- 
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ments: hip girth, twenty-nine inches; thigh girth (just below 
the gluteal sulcus), seyenteen; calf girth and neck circum-' 
ference, deven; chwt circumference, twenty-seyen; upper aira 
girA, eight; waist, twenty-threej stature, fifty-seyen inches; 
weight, seventy-eight pounds; figurę, linear, intelligence quo- 
tient, 121; yenniforni appenix present, thauk God. 

Apart from measurements, I could of course yisualize Lolita 
with haUucinational lucidity; and nursing as I did a tingle on 
my breastbone at the exact spot ber silky top had come leyel 
once pr twice with my heart; and feeling as I did her warm 
weight in my łap (so that, in a sense, I was always “with Lo- 
lita” as a woman is “with child"), I was not surprised to dis- 
cover later that my computation had been morę or less correct 
Haying moreoyer studied a midsummer sale book, it was with 
a very knowing air that I esamined yarious pretty articles, 
sport shoes, sneakers, pumps of crushed Idd for crushed Idds. 
The painted girl in black who attended to aH these poignant 
needs of minę tumed parental scholarship and precise de- 
scription into commercM enphemisms, such as “petite.” An- 
other, much older woman, in a white dress, with a pancake 
make-up, seemed to be oddly impressed by my knowledge of 
junior fashions; perhaps I had a midget for mistress; so, when 
shown a sldit with two “cute” pockets in front, I intentionally 
put a naiye małe puestion and was rewarded by a smiling 
demoństration of the way the zipper worked in the back of 
the skirt. I had next great fun with ah Idnds of shorts and 
briefe—^phantom little Lolitas dancing, felling, daisying aD 
over the counter. We rounded up the deal with some prim 
cotton pajamas in popular butcher-boy style, Humbert, the 
popular butcher. 

There is a touch of the m 3 dhologica] and the enchanted in 
those large Stores where according to ads a career girl can get a 
complete desk-to-date wardrobe, and where Kttle sister can 
dream of the day when her wool jersey will make fte boys in 
the back row of the classroom drool. lifesize plastic figures of 
snubbed-nosed children with dun-colored, greenish, brown- 
dotted, faunish faces floated around me. I reahzed I was the 
only shopper in that rather eerie place where I moyed about 
fish-like, in a glaueous aąuarium. I sensed strange thoughts 
form in the minds of the langoid ladies that escorted me from 
counter to counter, from rock ledge to seaweed, and the belts 
and the bracelets I chose seemed to fell from siren hands 
into transparent water. I bought an elegant \alise, had my 
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purchases pnt into it, and repaired to the nearest hotel, vrell 
pleased wiSi my day. 

Somehow, in connection with that quiet poetical aftemoon 
of fastidious shopping, I recaUed the hotel or inn with the 
seductive name of The Enchanted Hunters which Charlotte 
had happened to mention shortly before my hljeration. With 
the hdp of a guidebooh I located it in the seduded town of 
Briceland, a four-honr drive from Lo's camp. I-conld have 
telephoned bat fearing my voice might go out of control and 
iapse into coy croahs of broken English, I decided to send a 
wire ordering a room with twin beds for the next nighŁ What 
a comic, clumsj’, -wayering Prince Chaiming I wasi How some 
of my readers laagh at me when I teH them the trouble 
I had with the wording of my telegram! ^Vhat should I put: 
Hambcrt and daughter? Humberg and smah daughter? Hom- 
bcrg and immature girl? Hombnrg and child? The droU mis- 
take—the "g” at the end—^which eventaally came through 
may have been a telepathic echo of these hesitations of minę. 

And then, in the -^eh^t of a summer night, my broodinp 
over the philter I had with me! Oh miserly Hamburg! Was he 
not a \-CTy Enchanted Hunter as he dehherated with himself 
om his boxful of magie aramunition? To rout the monster 
of insomnia should hc try himself one of those amethyst cap- 
sules? There n-cre forh’ of them, all told—fort}* nights with a 
frail littie slcepcr at my throbbing side; could I rob myself of 
one such night in order to sleep? Certainly not: much too 
prccious 'nas each fa’ny plum, each microscopic planetarium 
nith its Ihr stardust. ÓK, let me be mawhish for the nóncel 
I am so rired of being cjTiical. 


26 

Tnis DAiLT irnAD.scKE in the opaąue air of this tombal jaH is 
disturi^mg. but I must penCTerc. Have written morc than a 
hundmd pages and not got anruhcre yeL My calendar is get- 
bng confused. Tliat must ha\-e bcen aróund August 15, 1947 
Dont thinl: I can go on. Heart, head—e^-enihinr.'Lolit/ 
Lohta. Lohta, Lohb. Lolita, Lolita, Lolita, Lolita. Repeat till 
tnc p5gc is fuli, printer. ^ 
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Sttll IN Par^gton. FinaBy, I did achieve an honr's slum- 
ber—^from which I was aroused by giatuitous and hdrribly 
esbausting congress with a smali hairy hermaphrodite, a total 
stranger. By then it was six in the moming, and it suddenly 
occurred to me it might be a good thing to arrive at the camp 
earlier than I had said. From Parkington I had still a hundred 
miles to go, and there would be morę than that to the Hazy 
Hills and Briceland. If I had said I would come for DoTly 
in the aftemoon, it was only because my fancy insisted on 
merciful night falling as soon as possible upon my impatience. 
But now I foresaw aH kinds of misunderstandings and was aH 
a-jitter lest delay might' give her the opportunity of some idle 
telephone caU to Ramsdale. However, when at 9.30 a.m. I 
attempted to start, I was confronted by a dead battery, and 
noon was nigh when at last I left Parkington. 

I reachęd my destination arouiid half past two; parked my 
car in a pine grove where a green-shirted, redheaded impish 
lad stood throwing horseshoes in suDen solitude; was laconi- 
cally directed by him to an office in a stucco cottage; in a dying 
State, had to endure for se\'eral minutes the inquisitive com- 
miseration of the camp mistress, a sluttish wom out female 
with rusty hair. DoUy she said was aD packed and ready to go. 
She knew her mother was sick but not critically. Would Mr. 
Haze, I mean, Mr. Humbert, care to meet the camp counsel- 
lors? Or look at the cabins where the girls live7 Each dedicated 
to a Disney creature? Or visit the Lodge? Or should Charlie 
be sent over to fetch her? The girls were just finishing fixing 
the Dining Roora for a dance. (And perhaps afterwards she 
would say to somebody or other:* “The poor guy looked like 
his own ghost.”) 

Let me retain for a moment that scene in aH its trivial and 
fateful detail: hag Holmes writing out a receipt, scratching her 
head, puHing a drawer out of her desk, pouring change into my 
impatient pdm, then neatly spreading a banknote over it with 
a bright “. . . and five!’'; photographs of girl-children; some 
gaudy moth or butterfly, stiD alive, safely pinned to the wad 
(“naturę study”); the femed diploma of the camp's dietitian; 
my trembling hands; a card produced by efficient Holmes with 
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a report of DoUy Haze’s teba-nor for Jnly ("fair to good; Iceen 
on swimining and boating”); a sound of trees and birds, and 
my pounding heart ... I was standing with my back to the 
open door, and then I fdt the blood msb to my bead as I beard 
ber respńation and voice behind me. She arrived diagging and 
bumping ber beavy snitcase. "Hil” she said, and stood still, 
looking at me with sly, glad eyes, ber soft lips parted in a 
slightly foolisb but wonderfuDy endeaiing smile. 

She was thinner and taDer, and for a second it seemed to 
me ber face was less pretty tban the mental imprint I bad 
cherisbed for morę tban a month: ber cheebs loobed boHowed 
and too much lentigo camouflaged ber rosy lustic features; and 
that first impression (a very narrow buman intenal between 
two tiger heaitbeats) canied the elear impbcation that all 
widower Humbert bad to do, wanted to do, or would do, was 
to give this wan-looldng thou^ sun-colored bttle oipban aux 
ycux battiis (and e\'en those plumbaceous umbrae under ber 
eyes borę freckles) a sound education, a healthy and happy 
girlhood, a clean borne, nice girl-friends of ber age among 
whom (if the fates ddgned to repay me) I might find, per- 
haps, a pretty little.magdlein for Herr Doktor Humbert done. 
But "in a wink," as the Geimans say, the angebc bne of con- 
duct was erased, and I orertook my prey (time moves abead 
of our fandesi), and she was my L/rlita agam —in fact, morę 
of my Lobta tban evcr. I let my band rest on ber warm aubum 
head and took up ber bag. She was aH rosę and honey, dressed 
in ber brightest gingbam, with a pattem of bttle red apples, 
and ber arms and legs were of a deep golden browTi, with 
scratches bke tiny dotted bnes of coagulated rubies, and the 
ribbed euffs of ber wbite socks werc tumed down at the re- 
membered lc\-cl, and because of ber cbildish gait, or because 
I bad mcmorized ber as always wearing heebess sboes, ber 
saddlc oxfords looked somehow’ too large and too bigh-hecled 
for ber. Good-bye, Camp Q., meny Camp Q. Good-bye, plain 
unwholcsome food, good-bye CharlicTroy. In the bot car she 
scttled down beside mc, slappcd a prompt fly on ber lordy 
Imcc; then, ber mouth working dolently on a piece of chew- 
ing gum, sbc rapidly cranked down the window on ber side 
and rcttlcd bad; again. Wc spęd through the striped and 
••pccklcd forest 

‘‘Ho\vs mothcT?" sbc asked dutifully. 

I ratd fhc doctnrs did not quitc know vct wbat tbc troublc 
was. Am-way, something abdominal. Abominable? No, abdom- 
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inal. We would have to Lang around for a while. The hospital 
was in the country, near the gay town of Lepingyille, where 
a great poet had resided in the early nineteenth century and 
where we would take in all the shows. She thought it a peachy 
idea and wondered if we could naake Lepingyille before nine 

“We should be at Briceland by dinner time/' I said, “and 
tomorrow we’ll visit Lepingyille. How was the hike? Did you 
have a marvelous time at the camp?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Sony to leaye?” 

“Un-un.“ 

“Talk, Lo—don’t grunt Tell me something,” 

‘What thing, Dad?” (she let the word expand with ironie 
deliberation). 

“Any old thing." 

“Okay, if I cali you that?” (eyes slit at the road). 

"Quite.” 

“It's a sketch, you know. When did you faH for my mum- 
my?" 

“Some day, Lo, you will understand many emoHons and 
situations, such as for example the hannony, the beauty of 
spiritual relationship.” 

■ “Bahl” said the cynical nymphet 

ShaBow luli in the dialogue, fiDed with sotne landscape. 

“Look, Lo, at all those cows on that hiUside.” 

“I think ITl yomit if I look at a cow again.” 

“You know, I missed you terribly, Lo.” 

“I did not. Fact Fye been revoltingly unfaithful to you, bat 
- it does not matter one bit, because you’ve stopped caring for 
me, anyway. You drive much faster than my mummy, mister.” 

I slowed down from a błind seyenty to a purblind fifty. 

“Why do you think I have ceased caring for you, Lo?" 

‘W^ell, you hayen’t kissed me yet, have you?” 

Inly dying, inly. moaning, I glimpsed a reasonably wide 
shoulder of road ahead, and bumped and wobbled inlo the 
weeds. Remember she is oniy a child, remember she is only— 

Hardly had the car come to a standstill than Lolita positively 
flowed into my anns. Not daring let myself go—not even 
daring let myself realize that łhis (sweet wetness and trera- 
bling fire) was the beginning of the ineffable life which, ably 
assisted by fate, I had finally wńlled into being—not daring 
reałly Idss her, I touched her hot, opening lips with the utmost 
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piety, tiny sips, nothing salaaous; but sbe, "prith an impatient 
v,Tigg1e, pressed her moutb to minę so bard that I felt her big 
front teeth and sbared in the pej^ermint taste of ber sali^-a. 
I Icnew, of course, it was but an innocent gamę on ber part, 
a bit of backfisch fooleiy in imitation of some simulacrum 
of fake romance, and sińce (as the psycbotherapist, as vrell as 
the rapist, p-tII tell you) the limits and rules of such girlisb 
games are fluid, or at least too cbildisbly subtie for the senior 
partner to grasp—■R’as dreadfuUy afraid I migbt go too far 
and cause her to start baćk in rcMilsion and terror. And, as 
above ab I ssas agonizingly amdous to smuggle ber into the 
bermetic sedusion of The Enchanted Hunters, and we had 
sbll eigbty miles to go, blessed intuition broke our embrace— 
a Split second before a highway patrol car drew up alongside. 

IHorid and beetlebrowed, its drlYcr stared at me: 

“Happen to sec a blue sedan, same make as yours, pass you 
before the junction?” 

‘'^Vhy, no.” 

"We didn't,” said Lo, eagerly leaning across me, her In¬ 
nocent hand on my legs, "but are you surę it was blue, 
bccause—" 

The cop (what shadow of ns was hc after?) gave the little 
collccn his bcst smile and went into a U-tum. 

We drove on. 

"The fmithead!” rcmarked Lo. "He should have nabbcd 
you." 

"\^Tły mc for hea\’cn’s sake?" 

“^Vell, the speed in this bum State is fift>% and—No, don’t 
slow down, you, dub bulb. He’s gone now.” 

"^Ve havc still quitc a strctch," I said, “and I want to get 
thcre before dark. So be a good girl.” 

"Bad, bad girl,” said Lo comfortably. "Jus^enbe deliclas-cnl, 
but frank and fetching. That light was red. Tyc never scen 
such dridng." 

rollcd silcntly through a silent townlcL 

"Say, wouldn’t Mother be absolutcly mad if sbe found out 
W'c werc loYcrs?" 

"Good Lord, Lo, let us not talk that way.” 

"But we arc lovcrs, .'ircn't we?” 

Not (hnt I know of. I think wa arc going to hsYc somc 
merc raili. Don't you want to tell mc of thosc little pranks of 
yeurs in cimpT" 

"You (alk likc a book, D.id.” 
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"What Baye yoa tęen up to? I insist you tell me.” 

‘Are you easily sBocked?” 

''No. Go on.” 

^^Let us tum into a secluded lane and IH tell you.” 

^ Lo, I must seriously ask you not to play the fool. WeH?” 

"Weil—I joined in aH the actiyities that were ofEered.” 

"Ensuite?” 

“Ansooit, I "was taught to liye happily and richly with 
others and to deyelop a wholesome personality. Be a cake, 
in fact.” 

"Yes. I saw sometfaing of the sort in the hooklet” 

"We loyed the sings around the fire in the big stone fire- 
place or under the damed stars, where eyery girl merged her 
own spirit of happiness with the yoice of the group.” 

"Your memory is excellent, Lo, hut I must trouble you to 
leaye out the swear words. Anything else?” 

"The Gid Scouds motto,” said Lo rhapsodically, “is also 
minę. I fili my life with worthwhile deeds such as—well, never 
mind what. My duty is—to be useful: I am a friend to małe 
animals. I ohey orders. I am cheerful. That was anotfaer 
police car. I am thrifty and I am absolutely filthy in thought, 
Word and deed.” 

"Now I do hope that^s aH, you witty child.” 

"Yep, That's all. No—^wait a sec. We baked in a reflector 
oyen. Isn’t that terrific?” 

‘Weil, thads better.” 

'We washed zfllions of dishes. 'ZiUions' you know is school- 
maim’s slang for many-many-mąny-many. Oh yes, last but 
not least, as Mother says—^Now let me see—^what was it? 
I know: We madę shadowgraphs. Gee, what fun.” 

"C’est hien tout?” 

"C'est. Except for one litde thing, something I simply can't 
tell you without blushing alł over.” 

"Win you ten it me later?” 

"If we sit in the dark and you let me whisper, I y®. Do 
you sleep in your old room or in a heap with Mother? 

“Old room. Your mother may have to undergo a yery 
serious operation, Lo.” 

"Stop at that candy bar, wHl you,” said Lo. 

Sitting on a high stool, a band of su nii ght Crossing her bare 
brown forearm, Lolita was served an elaborate ice-cream con- 
coction topped with synthetic syrup. It was erected and 
brought her by a pimply brute of a boy in a greasy bow-fae 
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■who eyed my fiagfle cMd in her thin cotton frock -prith camal 
dcliberation. My impatience to reach Briceland and The En- 
chanted Hunters wns becoming morę tiian I could endure. 
Fortunately sbe dispatched the stuff with her usual akcrity. 

“Hcrw much cash do you have?" I asked. 

"Not a cent,” sbe said sadly, bfting ber eyebrows, sbowing 
mc the empty inside of her money pnrse. 

“This is a matter that will be mended in due time,” I re- 
joined archly. “Aie you coming?” 

"Say, I wonder if thej' hav'e a washroom.” 

“You are not going ther^” I said fiimly. "It is surę to be a 
sile place. Do corae on.” 

She ■nas on the -whole an obedient little girl and I łdssed 
her in the neck when we got back into the car. 

"Don’t do that,” she said looldng at me Mlb unfeigned 
surprise. ‘T)on’t drool on me. You dirty man." 

She rubbed the spot against her raised shonldcr. 

"Sony," I murmured. ‘Tm rather fond of you, that’s ab." 

We drove under a ^oomy sky, up a ■win^ng road, then 
domi apin. 

"W^ell, Tm also sort of fond of you,” said Lobta in a delaji^ 
soft voice, svith a sort of sigh, and sort of settled closer to me. 

(Oh, my Lolita, we’ shall ne%-cr get there!) 

Dusk was beginning to satuiate pretty little Briceland, its 
phony colonial architccture, curiosity shops and imported 
shade trees, when ■we drove tbrough the weaJdj' lighted streets 
in search of The Enchanted Hunters. The air, despite a steady 
drizzlc bcading it ■was warm and green, and a ąueue of pcople, 
mainly chtldren and old men, had abcady- formed before the 
box Office of a monę house, dripping ■with iewel-fires. 

"Oh, I want to see that picturc. Let’s go light after dinner. 
Oh, lct’s!” 

‘TVc might” chanted Humbert—knowing perfectiy ■wcTI, 
the sly tumcscent dc\al, that by nine, when his show began, 
she would bc dead in his arms. 

"Eawl” cried Lo, lurching forward, as an aceursed truck 
in front of us, its backside carbuncles pulsating, stopped at a 
Crossing. 

If wc did not get to the hotd soon, immediateb, miracn- 
lomly. in the rery ncKt błock. I fdt I -^s^culd lose ,all control 
ovcr the Harc plopy wath its incffcctual \npets and whimsical 
l...d.cs'. but the passers-by I applied to for dircebons werc 
<yUKr strangers thansclvcs or asked wiUi a frown “Encbantcd 
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what? ’ as if I were a madman; or else fiiey went into such 
complicated explanations, with geometncal gestures, geograph- 
ical generaKties and strictły local clues (. . . then bear South 
after you hit the courthouse . , that I could not help 
losing my way in the maże of tiieir welł-meaning gibberish. 
Lo, whose lovely prismatic entrails had already digested the 
sweetmea^ was looldng forward to a big meal and ^d begun 
to fidget. As to me, although I had long becxrme used to a 
kind of secondary fate (McFate’s inept secretaiy, so to speak) 
pettfly interfering with the boss’s generous magnificent plan 
—to grind and grope through the avenues of Briceland was 
perhaps the most exasperating ordeal I had yet feced. In 
later months I could laugh at my inexperience when recahing 
the obstinate boyish way in which I had concentrated upotr 
that particular inn with its fancy name; for all along our route 
conntless motor courts proclaimed Óieir yacancy in neon 
hghts, ready to accommo^te salesmen, escaped convicts, im- 
potents, femfly groups, as weH as the most corrapt and vig* 
orous couples. Ah, gentle drwers ghding through summei^s 
black nights, what frolics, what twists of lust; you might see 
from your impeccable highways if Kumfy Kabins were sud- 
denly drained of their pigments and became as transparent as 
boxes of glassl 

The miracle I hankered for did happen after ah. A man 
and a girl, morę or less conjoined in a dark car under dripping 
trees, told us we were in the heart of The Park, but had only 
to tum left at the next traffic light and there we would be. 
We did not see any next traffic light—^in fact, The Park was as 
black as the sins it conceaied—^but soon after falling under 
the smooth si)ell of a nicely graded curve, the travelers be¬ 
came aware of a diamond glow through the mist, then a gleam 
of lakewater appeared—and there it was, marvelously and in- 
dcorably, under spectral trees, at the top of a grayeled drive— 
the pale pałace of The Enchanted Hunters. 

A row of parked cars, like pigs at a trough, seemed at first 
sight to forbid access; But then, by magie, a formidable con- 
yertible, resplendent, rubous in the lighted tain, came into 
motion—^was energetically backed out by a broad-shouldered 
driyer—and we gratefully slipped into the gap it had lefL I 
immediately regretted my hastę for I noticed that my pre- 
decessor had now taken advantage of a garage-Hke shelter 
nearby where there was ample space for anoSier cat^ but I was 
too impatient to foUow his example. 
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‘WcrwI Loolcs swanŁ,” remarked my Yulgar dariing -sąuint- 
ing at tbe stacco as sŁe crept out into the audible drizzle and 
srith a cMdisU hand tweaked loose the frock-fold that had 
stuck in the peach-cleft—to quote Robert Biowuing. Under 
the atchghts enlarged replicas of chestnut pinnged and 
pl 3 >-ed on white pźDars. I unloched the tnm}: compartmenL 
A hunchbacked and hoaiy Negro in a uniform of sorts took 
our bags and wheded them sloudy into the lobby. It uus 
fon of old ladies and clergymen. Lolita sank down on her 
haunches to caress a pale-feced, blue-fneckled, black-eared 
cockcr spaniel swooning on the floral carpet under her hand— 
as who would not, my heart—while I cleared my throat 
throiigh the throng to the desk. There a bald pordne old man 
—CT'cohody was old in that old hotel—em m i n ed my features 
with a polite smile, thcn leisurely produced my (garbled) 
telegram, wrestled with some dark doubts, tumed his head 
to look at the clock, and finally said he was \’ery sony, he 
had held the room with the twin beds tiU half ptó sis, and 
now ii nas gone. A rdigious com-ention, he said, had clashed 
with a flower show in Briceland, and— “The name,” I said 
coldly, “is not Humbeig and not Humbug, but Herbert, I 
mean Humbert, and any room will do, just put in a cot for my 
littlc daughter, She is ten and very tired.” 

The pink old feIlor\' peered good-naturedly at Lo—stOl 
sąuatting, listening in profile, lips parted, to what the dog’s 
mistress, an ancient lady swathed in %iolet veils, was telhng 
hcT from the dcpths of a cretonne easy chair. 

\’ih3ter-cr doubts the obscenc fellow had, they were dis- 
pclled by that blossom-like r-ision. He said, he might still ha\-c 
a room, had one in fact—■nath a double bed. As to the cot— 
"hlr. Potts, do wc have any cots Icft?” Potts, also pink and 
bald, v,ith white hairs gror>.-ing out of his cars and other holes, 
would sec what could be done. He came and spokc while I 
unscrerł-cd my fountain pen. Impadent Humbert! 

"Our double b^ arc rcahy triplc,” Potts cozily said tucking 
mc and my lud in. “One crowded night we had three ladies 
and a child hke youn slccp together. I belier-e one ot the ladies 
r\'as a disguised man [my stabc]. Howcr-cr—would there be a 
rparc cot in -19, Mr. Sn-inc?" 

"I think it went to the Swouns," said Swinc, the initial old- 
acn\-n. 

manage romchow," I suid. "My wife may icin us 
ia.ct—out cvcn thcn, I suppost, wcTl manage.” 
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The tv?o pink pigs were now among my best friends. In the 
slow elear hand of crime I wrotet Dr. Edgar H. Humbert and 
daughter, 342 Lawn Street, Ramsdale. A key (3421) was half- 
shown to me (magiciaii showing object he is about to pahn)— 
and handed over to Uncle Tom. Lo, leaving the dog as she 
would Ieave me some day, rosę from ber haunches; a raindrop 
fell on Charlotte's grave; a handsome young Negress slipped 
open the eIevator door, and the doomed child went in fol- 
, Iowed by her throat-clearing father and crayfish Tom with the 
bags. 

Parody of a hotel corridor. Parody of silence and death. 

"Say, ifs OUT house niunber,” said cheerful Lo. ' 

There was a double bed, a mirror, a double bed in the mir- 
•ror, a closet door with mirror, a bathroom door ditto, a blue- 
dark window, a reflected bed there, the same in the closet 
mirror, two chairs, a glass-topped table, two brftables, a dou¬ 
ble bed; a big panel bed, to be esact, with a Tuscan rosę 
cheniHe sprea^ and two ^ed, pink-shaded nightiamps, left 
and right. 

I was tempted to place a five-dollar bill in that sepia palm, 
but thought the largesse might be misconstrued, so I placed a 
quarter. Added another. He withdrew. Chek. EnSn sevh. 

"Are we to sleep in one room?” said Lo, her features work- 
ing in that dynamie way they did—not cross or disgusted 
(though plain on the biink of it) but just dynamie—when 
she wanted to load a question with violent significance. 

“rve asked diem to put in a cot Which III use if you Hke.” 

‘TTou are crazy," said Lo. 

"Why, my dmling?” 

"Because, my dahrling, when dahrling Mother finds out 
sheTl divorce you and strangle me." 

Just dynamie. Not really taldng the matter too seriously. 

“Now look here,” I sai^ sitting down, while she stood, a 
few feet from me, and stared at herself contentedły, not un- 
pleasantly surprised at her own appearance, fiDmg with her 
bwn rosy sunshine the surprised and pleased closet-door mir- 
ror. . 

“Look here, Lo. LePs settle this once for aH. For aB practical 
purposes I am your father. I have a feeling of great tendemess 
for you. In your mother^s absence I am responsible for your 
welfare. AVe are not rich, and while we travel, we shall be 
obliged—^we shall be thrown a good deal together. Tw'o people 
sharing one room, inevitably enter into a kind—^how shall I 
say —z land —" 
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From tŁe bathroom, where it took me quite a time to sbift 
back into normal gear for a bumdrum purpose, I heard, stand- 
ing, drumming, retaining my breatb, my Lolita’s “ooV’ and 
“geeV’ of girlish delight 

She had used the soap only because'it sample soap. 

"Wen, come on, my dear, i£ you are as hungry as I am,” 

And so to the elevator, daughter swinging ber old wbite 
puise, fatber waEdng in front (notabene: never bebind, sbe is 
not a łady). As we stood (now side by side) waiting to be 
taken down, sbe tbrew back ber bead, yawned witbout re- 
straint and sbook ber curls. 

'When did tbey make you get up at that camp?" 

"Half-past—sbe stifled anotber yawn—‘‘six”—^yawn in 
fuli witb a sbiver of all ber frame, “IŁlf-pas^’ sbe repeated, 
ber tbroat filling up again. 

Tbe dining room met us witb a smell of fried fat and a 
faded smile. It was a spacious and pretentious place witb 
maudbn murals depicting encbanted hunters in yarious pos- 
tures and States of encbantment amid a metHey of paEid ani- 
mals, dryads and trees. A few scattered old ladies, two dergy- 
men, and a man in a sports coat were finisbing tiieir meals in 
silence. Tbe dining room dosed at nine, and tbe green-dad, 
poker-feced serving girls were, bappily, in a desperate burry 
to get rid of us. 

“Does not be look esactly, but exaclly, like Quilty?” said 
Lo in a soft voice, ber sbarp brown elbow not pointing, but 
yisibly buming to j)oint, at tbe lone diner in the loud c^ecks, 
in the far comer of the room. 

'Xike our fat Ramsdale dentist?” 

Lo arrested the mouthful of water sbe bad just taken, and 
put down ber dancing glass, 

"Couise not,” sbe said witb a splutter of mirth. "I meant 
the writer fellow in the Dromes ad.” 

Oh, Famel Oh, Feminal 

Wben the dessert was plunked down—a huge wedge of 
cherry pie for the young lady and yanilla ice cream for ber 
protector, most of which sbe eq^ditiously added to ber pie 
—I produced a smali vial containing Papa’s Purple Pills. As I 
look back at those seasick murals, at tbat strange and mon- 
strous moment, I can only esplain my bebavior tben by the 
mecbanism of tbat dream vacunm wherein revolves a de- 
langed raind; but at the time, it aD seemed quite simple 
and ineritable to me. I glanced around, satisfied myself tbat 
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the last diner had left, remcn-ed tiie stopper, and with the 
utaost deliberation tipped the phflter into my paTm._ I had 
carefully rehearsed before a mirror the gesfcure of clappmg my 
empty hand to my open mouth and sv;-aIlowing a (fictitious) 
pffl. As I expected, she pounced upon the vial v,ith its pinmp, 
beautifuTly colored caps^es loaded Trith Beauty*s Sleep. 

"Blue5’' she esclaimed. “Violet blue, \Vhat are they madę 
of?" 

"Summer sWes ” I said, "and ploms and figs, and the graps- 
blood of cmperoTS.” 

"No, seriously—^please." 

"Oh, just Purpnis. Yitamin X. Malces one strong as an ox 
or an ax. Want to try one?” 

Lolita stretched out her hand, nodding \igorously. 

I had hoped the drug would wort fasL It certainly did. She 
had had a long long day, she had gone rowng in the moming 
•with Barbara U'hosc sistcr yras Waterfront Director, as the 
adorable accessible nymphet now startcd to tell me in between 
suppressed palate-humping yarriis, growng in volume—oh, 
how fast the magie potion -woihed!—and had been active in 
other rva}’s too. The mordę thathad ragnely loomed in hermind 
rras, of course, by the time n^e rvatertrcad"ed out of the dining 
room, forgottcn. As ne stood in the elerntor, she leaned against 
me, faintiy smiling—v,-ouldn*t you lilce me to tell you?—^half 
closing her dark-Uddcd cyes. "Ślccpy, huh?” said Uncle Tom 
rrho rr-as bringing up the quict Franco-Irish gentleman and his 
daughtcr as rr-cll as trr-o rrńłhcred womcn, e:qpcTts in roses. They 
looked rrdth sr-mpathy at my frafl, tanncd, tottcring, dazcd 
roscdarling. I had almost to carn- her into out room, Thcrc, 
she sat dorm on the edge of the bed, srrnjdng a little, spcahłng 
in dor-e-dull, long-drarr-n tones. 

"If I tell you—if I tell rnu, srali you promise [slcepy, so 
slcq3y—^hcad loUing. cyes going out], promise you rraanT make 
complaints?" 

"Latcr, Lo. Now go to bed. Fil Icart you herc, and rnu go to 
bed. Gir-c you ten minutes.” 

"Oh, Tr-c bccn such a disgusting gid " she i?rent on, shalńng 
her hair. rcmordng ndth slora fingets a \-clvct hair ribbon, 
"Lcmmc tell you —" 

'Tomorrorv, Lo. Go to bed, go to bed—for goodness.sakc, 
to bed.” 

I pocketed the kcy and rr-alkcd dorrastairs. 
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Gentłewomen of THE jtiryI Bear -with mel AIlow me to taŁe 
iust a tiny bit of your precious timel So tŁiis was le grand mo¬ 
ment. I had left my Lolita stiU sitting on the edge of tfae 
abysmal bed, drowsily raising ber foot, fombling at ibe shoe- 
kćes .and showing as she did so the nether side of ber Óiigb 
np to the crotcb of ber panties—sbe bad always been singularly 
absent-minded, or sbameless, or both, in matters of legsbow. 
This, then, was the bermetic vision of ber which I bad locbed 
in—after satisfying myself that the door carried no inśide 
bolL The bey, with its numbered dangler of caryed wood, be- 
came forthwifb the weighty sesame to a rapturous and formida- 
ble futurę. .It was minę, it was part of my hot bairy fisL In a 
few minntes—say, twenty, say half-an-hour, sicber ist sicber 
as my uncle Gusfave used to say—I wonld let myself into that 
*‘342” and find my nympbet, my beauty and bride, emprisoned 
in ber crystal sleep. Jurorsl If my happiness could have talked, 
it would have fiDed that genteel hotel witb a deafening roar. 
And my only r^et today is that I did not qnietly deposit 
key “342” at the office, and leave the town, the country, the 
continent, the bemispbere,—indeed, the ^obe—^that very 
same nigbt 

Let me explain. I was not-unduly disturbed by ber self-ao- 
cusatory innuendoes. I was stfll firmly resobed to pursue my 
policy of sparing her purity by operatbig only in the stealth of 
nigh^ only upon a completely anestbetized little nudę. Re- 
straint and reyerence were stiU my motto—even if that “puri¬ 
ty” (incidentally, thoroughly debunked by modem science) 
had been slightly damaged through some )nvenile erottc ex- 
perienee, no doubt homosezual, at that accursed camp of hers. 
Of course, in my old-fashioned, old-world way, I, Jean-Jacques 
Humbert, had taken for granted, when I first met ber, that 
she was as uniavished as the stereotypical notion of “normal 
child” had been sińce the lamented end of the Andent World 
B.c. and its fascinating practices. We are not surrounded in 
our enlighted era by Któe slave flowers that can be casually 
plucked between business and bath as they used to be in the 
days of the Romans; and we do not, as dignified Orientals did 
in stiH morę lusurious times, use tiny entertainers fore and 
aft between the mutton and the rosę sherbet. The whole 
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point is that the oTd Knl: between Ibe adult world and the 
child -woild bas been completely seyered nowadays by new 
customs and new laws. Despite my hanng dabbled in psy¬ 
chiatry and social work, I really knew very little about chd- 
dren. After all, Lolita v,'zs ordy twelve, and no matter what 
concessions I madę to time and place—eren bearing in mind 
the crade bebavior ot American schoolchildren—stiU was 
undcr the impression that whates^er went on among those 
brasb brats, went on at a latei age, and in a different enyiron- 
mcnL Therefore (to retrie\'e the thread of this expknation) 
the morabst in me by-passed the issue by clinging to conyen- 
tional norions of what ts^^elye-year-old girls should be. The 
child therapist in me (a falce, as most of them are—but no 
matter) rcgnrgitatcd neo-Freudian hash and conjured np a 
drcaming and esaggerating Doiły in the "latency" period of 
girlhood. Finally, the sensualist in me (a great and insane 
monster) had no objeedon to some depranty in his prey. But 
somewhere bchind Óic raging bliss, bewildered shadows con- 
ferred—and not to hare hcedcd them, this is what I regrctl 
Humań bcings, attcndl I should have understood that lilita 
had already proved to be something quite different from inno- 
cent Annabcl, and that the nymphean brcathing through 
mtrry porę of the fcy cbild that I had prepared for my sceret 
delectation, would make the secrecy’ impossible, and the de- 
Icctation lethal. I should ha\-c knoy.m (by the signs madc to 
me by something in Lolita—the rcal child Lolita or some 
haggard angol bchind her badc) that nothing but pain and 
horror would rcsult from the crpcctcd raphirc. Oh, ninged 
gcntlcmcn of the jur}-l 

And she was minę, she n-as minę, the kcy nns in my fist, my 
fist nas in my pocket, she nas minc. In the course of the cs-o- 
cations and schemes to which I had dcdicated so many in- 
somnias, I had gradually climinated all ihc superfluous biur, 
and by stacking lcs'cl upon Im-cl of translucent \ision, had 
crnlrcd a finał picturc. Nakcd, accept for one sock and her 
charm bracclct, spread-eaglcd on the bed whcrc my philtcr 
had fcllcd her—so I forcglimpscd her; a vclvct hair ribbon 
nas sti!! clutchcd in her band; her honcy-brown body, nath 
Ihc wbite nqyiti\-c image of a radimentary swimsuit pattemed 
against her tan, presented to mc its pale brcastbuds; in the 
m<y Inmplicbt. a litilc pubie flo^s gltstcncd on its plump 
hiilorL ITc cold ko’ n-ith its ■narm wooden addendum nas 
in my pocket. 

I nandcitd through sarious public rooms. glcm below, 
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gloom above: for the look of Inst always is gloomj^ lust is 
never ąuite surę—even when the velvety yictim is locked up 
in one’s durigeon—that some rival de^ or influendal god 
may still not .abolish one’s prepared tnumph. In common 
parlance, I needed a drink; but ttere 'was no barroom in that 
yenerable place fuli of perspiring philistines and period objects. 

I diifted to the Men’s Room. There, a person in clerical 
blade—a “hearty party” conunę on dit—checldng witi the 
assistance of Yienna, if it was still there, inąuired of me hov 7 
. I had liked Dr. Boyd's talk^ and looked puzzled when I (King 
Sigmund the Second) said Boyd was ąuite a boy. Upon wbich, 
I neatly chucked the tissue paper I had been wiping my sensi- 
tive finger tips with into the receptacle provided for it, and 
sahied lobbyward. Comfortably resting my elbows on the 
counter, I asked Mr. Potts was he ąuite surę my wife had 
not telephoned, and what about that cot? He answered she 
had not (she was dead, of course) and the cot would be im 
staDed tomorrow if we dedded to stay on. From a big crowded 
place called The Hunters’ Hall came a sound of many Yoices 
discussing horticulture or eternity. Another room, called The 
Raspbeny Room, aH bathed in light, with bright little fables 
and a large one with “refreshments,” was still empty e3:c^t 
for a hostess (that type of wom woman with a glassy smfle 
and Charlotte's manner of speaJdng); she floated up to me 
to ask if I was Mr, BraddocI^ because if so. Miss Beard had 
been looking for me. ‘‘What a name for a woman,” I said 
and stroHed away. 

In and out of my heart flowed my rainbow blood. I would 
give her tOI half-past-m'ne. Going back to the lobby, I found 
tiiere a change; a number of people in floral dresses or black 
cloth had formed little groups here and there, and some elfish 
chance offered me the sight of a delightful child of I-olita's age, 
in Lolita’s type of frock, but pure white, and there was a wbite 
ribbon in her black hair. She was not pretty, but she was a 
nymphet, and her ivory pale legs and hly neck formed for one 
'meraorable moment a most pleasurable antiphony (in terms of 
spinał musie) to my desire for Lolita, brown and pink, flushed 
and fouled. The pale child noticed my gazę (which was reaUy 
ąuite casual and debonair), and being ridiculously self-con- 
scious, lost countenance completely, rolling her eyes and put- 
ting the back of her hand to her cheek, and pulling at the hem 
of her skirt, and finahy tuming her thin mobile shoulder blades 
to me in specious chat with her cow-like mother. 
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I left the loud lobby and stood ontside, on tbe wbite steps, 
looking at tbe bundreds of powdered bugs wbeebng around 
tbe lamps in tbe soggy black nigbt, fuH of ripple and stir, M 
I would do—aH I would dare to do—would amonnt to sucb a 
trifle ... 

Suddenly I was aware tbat in tbe daikness next to me tbere 
was somebody sitting in a cbair on tbe pillaied porcb. I could 
not really see bim, but wbat gave bim away was tbe rasp of a 
jcre;\ing oS, tben a discreet gurgle, tben tbe finał notę of a 
placid screwing on. I was about to mo^•e au-ay wben bis voice 
addressed me: 

“Where tbe devil did you get ber?” 

"I beg your pardon?” 

"I said: tbe weatber is getting better.” 

"Scems so.” 

“^Vbo’s tbe lassie?” 

"My daugbter,” 

"You be—sbe’s noL” 

'1 beg your pardon?" 

“I said: July v,’ 2 s boL Wberc's ber motber?” 

“Dead.” 

"I sec. Sorry. By tbe "w-ay, wby don’t you two luncb wtb 
me tomorrow. Tbat drcadful CTOv,'d will be gone by tben.” 

“We'!! be gone too. Good nigbb" 

“Sorry. Tm prctt 5 ’ drunk. Good nigbL Tbat cbild of yours 
necds a lot of slcqj. Slcep is a rose, as tbe Persians say. Smoke?” 

"Not now." 

He struck a ligbt, but because be was drunk, or bccause tbe 
s\-ind ss-as, tbe flamc ibumincd not bim but anotber person, a 
Ycry old man, one of tbose permancnt gucsts of old botels— 
and his wbite rockcr. Nobody said anjdhing and tbe darkncss 
letumcd to its initial place. Tben I hcard tbe old-timer cougb 
and dclivcr himscif of somc scpulchral mucus. 

I Icft tbe porcb. At Icast balf an hour in all bad dapsed. I 
oupbt to harc asked for a sip. The strain was beginning to teb. 

If a Wolin string can aebe, tben I was tbat string. But it would ' 

lia\x becn unsccmly to display any hurr)'. As I madę my way ' 

through a constellation of fi.\cd pcoplc in one comer of tbe I 
lobby, thcTC camca blindingfiasb—andbcamingDr. Braddocl:, j 

ta^o crchid-omamcntali.^cd matrons. tbe smali prl in wbite, I 
and prcsumablv tbe bared tceth of Humbert Humbert sidling | 
betwren tbe bridclikc lassie and tbe cnebanted clcric, were im- 
mort-lired—insofer as tbe tcxhirc and print of small-tcnra 
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newspapers can be deęmed.immortal, A twittering group had 
gatheręd near the eleyator. I again chose the stairs. 342 was 
near the fire escape. One could still—but the key was aheady 
in the- lock, and then I was in the room. 


29 

The door of the lighted bathroom stood ajar; in addition to 
that, a skeleton glow came through the Yenetian blind from 
the outside arciights; these intercrossed rays penetrated the 
daikness of the bedroom and leyealed the foUowing situation, 

Clothed in one of her old nightgowns, my LoHta lay on her 
side with her back to me, in the middle of the bed. Her lightiy 
veiled body and bare limbs foimed a Z. She had put both 
pillows under her dark tousled head; a band of pale light 
crossed her top vertebrae, 

I seemed to have shed my dothes and slipped into pajamas 
with the kind of fantastic instantaneousness which .is implied 
when in a cinematographic scene the process of ćhanging is 
cut; and I had already placed my knee on the edge of the bed 
when Lohta tumed her head and stared at me through the 
striped shadows. 

Now this was something the intruder had not expected. The 
whole piU-spiel (a rather sordid affair, entre nous soit dit) had 
had for object a' fastness of sleep that a whole regiment would 
not have disturbed, and here she was staring at me, and thickly 
calling me “Barbara.” Barbara,, wearing my pajamas which 
were much too tight for her, remained poised motionless over 
the little sleep-talker. Softly, with a hopeless sigh, Doiły tumed 
away, resuming her initial position. For at least two minutes 
I waited and strained on the brink, like that taflor with his 
homemade parachute forty years ago when about to jump from 
the Eiffel Tower. Her faint breathing had the rhythm of 
sleep. Finally I heaved myself onto my narrow margin of bed, 
stealthily pulled at the odds and ends of sheets piled up to 
the South of my stone-cold heels—and Lolita lifted her head 
and gaped at me. 

Aś I leamed later from a helpful pharmaceutist, the purple 
pin did not even belong to the big and noble family of barbitu- 
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ntes, and though it migbt liave induced sleep in a neurotic 
who l>dieved it to be a potent drag, it vras too mfld a scdatrve 
to affect for any length of tirae a •v\’ary, albdt vreary, nympbet 
Whether the Ramsie doctor was a charlatan or a sbrewd old 
rogue, does not, and did not, realły matter. Wbat mattered was 
that I had been deceh-ed. When LoTita opened ber eyes again, 
I rralized that whether or not the drag naight work later in the 
night, the security I had relied upon was a sham one. Slowly 
her head tumed away and dropped onto her unfair amount of 
pillow. I lay ąuite still on my brink, peering at her rampled 
hair, at the glimmcr of nympbet flesh, where half a haunch 
and half a shoulder dimly showed, and tr^-ing to gauge the 
depth of her sleep b}’ the ratę of her respiration. Some time 
passed, nothing changed, and I dedded I nai^t rislc getting a 
łitde doser to that lo\’ely and maddening ghmmer; but hardły 
had I mcn'ed into its warm purlieus than her breathing was 
suspendek and I had the oi‘ous feeling that little Dolores 
was wide awake and would erplode in screams if I touched 
her wńth any part of my WTCtchedness. Please, reader; no mat- 
tcr your ocasperation with the tenderhearted, morbidiy sensi- 
tive, infinitdy circumspect bero of my book, do not sldp these 
cssenbal pagest Imagine me; I shall not esist if you do not 
imagine me; try to discera the doe in me, trcmbling in the 
forest of my own iniąuit}'; let's m-en smOe a little. Aftcr all, 
thcre is no harm in smiling. For instance (I almost WTote 
“frinstance"), I had no place to rest my head, and a fit of 
hcartburn (thcy cali thosc frics 'Trench/' grand Dieu!) was 
addcd to my discomforL 

Shc was again fast aslccp, my njmphet, but still I did not 
darc to launch upon my cnchanted wojuge. La Pehte Dormcuse 
ou TAmant Ridfculc. Tomorrow I would stu5 her with those 
earlicr pills that had so thoroughly numbcd her mummy. In 
the ęlovc compartment—or in the Gladstone bag? Should I 
wait 3 solid hour and then crccp up again? The sdencc of 
n\Tnpho]q:n- is a precisc sdcnce. Actual contact would do it in 
OTic sccond 6at. Au inlcrspacc of a millimctcr would do it in 
ten. Lct us wait 

Thcre is nothing louder than an American hotel; and. mind 
you, Ihis was supposed to be a quict coz}*, old-fashioncd, 
homes- place—"gracious Ińing” and all that śtu5. The cbtter 
cf the cIcsntor’s gatc—seme tv;-enh' ąwrds northeast cf my 
htad but as dmrly perccis-ed as if it w-cre insidc my Icft tempie 
“-aUcmalcd with the binging and booming of ibc ms:hine’s 
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yarious evoIutions and lasted well beyond midnight Eveiy 
now and then, immediately east of my left ear (always as- 
suming I lay on my baclt, not daiing to direct my vfler side 
toward the nebulous haunch of my bed-mate), tbe corridor 
would brim \vitb cheerful, resonant and inept exćlamatioiis 
ending in a yoHey of good-nights. When tbat kopped, a toilet 
immediately north of my cerebeUum took over. It was a 
manly, energetic, deep-throated toilet, and it was used many 
times. Its gurgle and gusb and long afterflow sbook the wah 
bebind me. Then someone in a Southern direction was es- 
trayagantly sick, almost coughing out his life with his liquor, 
and his toilet descended like a yeritable Niagara, immediately 
beyond our bathroom. And when finally aH the waterfalls had 
stopped, and the enchanted hunters were sound asleep, the 
ayenue under the window of my insomma, to the west of my 
wake—a staid, eminentLy residential, dignified aHey of huge 
trees—degenerated into the despicable haunt of gigantic tmcks 
roaring through the wet and windy m'ght. - ' 

And less than six inches from me and my buming life, was 
nebulous Lolita! After a long stirless vigil, my tentacles moved 
towards her again, and this time the creak of the mattress did 
not awake her. I managed to bring my ravenous bulk sp close 
to her that I felt the aura of her bare shoulder like a warm 
breath upon my cheek. And then, she sat up, gasped, muttered 
with insane rapidity something about boats, tugged at the 
sheets and lapsed back into her rich, dark, young unconscious- 
ness. As she tossed, within that abundant flow of sleep, recently 
aubum, at present lunar, her arm struck me across the face. 
For a second I held her. She freed herself from the shadow 
of my embrace—doing this not consciously, not yiolently, not 
with any personal distaste, but with the neutial plaintiye 
murmur of a child demanding its natural rest. And again the 
situation remained the same: Lohta with her curv'ed spine 
to Humbert, Humbert resting his head on his hand and bum¬ 
ing with desire and dyspepsia. 

The latter necessitated a trip to the bathroom for a draft of 
water which is the best medicine I know in my case, except 
perhaps milk wdth radishes; and when I re-entered the strange 
pale-striped festness where, Lolita’s old and new clothes re- 
clined in \'arious attitudes of enchantment on pieces of fumi- 
ture that seemed mguely afloat, my impossible daughter sat up 
and in elear tones demanded a drink, too. She took the resflient 
and cold paper cup in her shadowy hand and gulped down its 
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contents gratefuHy, lier long e}-elashes pointing copwaTd, snd 
ften, wth an infantile gcsture that carried morę cTisnn than 
any ćamal caress, little vnped her lips apinst my shoul- 
der. She fell bacl: on her piUow (I had subtracted mme T.-hile 
sbe dranb) and u-as instantly asleep again. 

I bad not darcd oScr her a seoond helping of the drag, and 
had not abandoned hope that the first might stffl consolidate 
her slcep. I started to move ton-ard her, ready for any disap- 
pointment, knonnng I had better rrait but incapable of -a-ait- 
ing. My pHlow smelled of her hair. I moved toward my glim- 
mcring darling, stopping or retreating e\'ery time I thought 
she stined or vras about to stir. A brecze from v,-ondcrland had 
begun to aSect my thoughb, and now they' sccmed couched 
in itahcs, as if the surface rcBccting them v,-cre vrrinkled bj- the 
phantasm of that brceze. Time and again my consciousness 
foldcd the Yrrong n-ay, my shuffling body entered the sphcre 
of sleep, shufflcd out again, and once or tnące I caught myself 
drifting into a mclancholy snorc. Mists of tcndcrness cnfoldcd 
mountains of longing. Now and then it secmed to mc that 
the enchanted pres’ n-as about to meet halhray the enchanted 
hunter, that her haunch n-as working its n-ay tonard mc under 
the soft sand of a rcmotc and fabulous bcach: and then ber 
dimplcd dimness would stir, and I would know she v.-as farther 
ar.ay from me than cvcr. 

If I dn-cll at somc Icńgth on the tremors and cropings of that 
distant night, it is bccausc 1 ihsist upon prowng that 1 am not, 
and nc\-cr \ras. and ncs'er could bave becn, a brutal scoundrck 
The gcntlc and drcamy regions througb wbieb I crept n-cre 
the patrimonics of pocts—not crime’s prowling ground. ilad I 
rcachcd my goal, my ecslas}- nx)u1d have bccn all softness, a 
case of intcinal combusticn of which sbc would bardly havc 
fclt the beat. cr-cn if she wcrc widc annkc. But I still hoped she 
might gradually be engulfed in a complclcmess of stupor that 
nrjuld allow mc to taslc morę than a glimmer of her. And so, 
in bcbvccn tcntative approxim3tions, m'th a confusion of per- 
ccplion metamorphosing her into cycspots cf moonhęht or a 
flufh' fiowTring bush, I would drcam I renained consciousness. 
drcain I by in wnit. 

In (hc fi:st anlcmcndian hnurs thcrc was a luli in tbe rcittCss 
hotel night. Then aronne four the corridor toflet cascaded and 
ifs Goor banged. A h.ttle after fivc e rcvcrbrratir 4 g incnolecue 

.fCau to . mve. fn sw. cral installments, tT<''rn somc ccnr!''.’ard 
or p.nlanr, pbcc, It was not rc.allv a monclrcuc, sińce th'' 
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speaker stopped every few seconds to listen (presumakly) to ^ 
another feUow, but that other voice did not reacli me, and - 
so no real meaning could be derived from the part heard, Ib ^ 
matter-of-fect intonations, however, helped to bring in the ' 
dawn, and the room was already suffused with 13ac giay, when 
seyeral industrious todets went to wor!^ one after the other, 
and the clattering and whinlng eIevator began to lise and take ; 
down early risers and downers, and for some minutes I miser* 
ably doze^ and Charlotte was a mennaid m a greenish tank, 
and somewhere in the passage Dr. Boyd said ^‘Good moming 
to you” in a fruity voice, and birds were busy in the trees, and 
then Lolita yawned. 

Frigid gentlewomen of the juryl I had thought that months, 
perhaps years, would elapse before I dared to reveal myself to 
Dolores Haze; but by six she was wide awake, and by sii iSfteen 
we were technically lovers. I am going to tell you something 
very strange: it was she who seduced me, 

Upon heaiing her first moming yawn, I feigned handsome 
proffled sleep. I just did not know what to do. Would she be 
shocked at finding me by her side, and not in some spare bed? 
Would she collect her clothes and lock herself up in the bath* 
room? Would she demand to be taken at once to Ramsdale— 
to her mother’s bedside—^back to camp? But my Lo was a 
sportive lassie, I felt her eyes on me, and when she uttered at 
last that beloved chortłing notę of hers, I knew her eyes had 
been laughing. She roUed over to my side, and her warm brown 
hair came against my collarbone. I gave a mediocre imitation 
of waking up. We lay ąuietly. I gently caressed her hair, and 
we gently kissed. Her kiss, to my deliiious embarrassment, had 
some rather comical refinements of flutter and probe which 
madę me conclude she had been coached atan early age by a 
little Lesbian. No Charh'e boy could have taugbt her that. As 
if to see whether I had my fili and leamed the lesson, she drew 
away and surveyed me. Her cheekbones were flushed, her foli 
underlip glistened, my dissolution was near. AU at once, with 
a burst of rough glee (the sign of the nymphetl), she put her 
mouth to my ear—^faut for quite a while my mind could not 
separate into words the hot thunder of her whisper, and she 
langhed, and brushed the hair oS her foce, and tried again, and 
graduałly the odd sense of Iiving in a brand ne?/, mad new 
dream world, where everytbing v/as permissible, came over me 
as I realized what she was suggesting. I answered I did not 
know what gamę she and Charlie had played. ^Tfou mean you 
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liave never— 7 ”—Łer featores twisted into a stare of disgusted 
incredulity. 'Tou lia^-e never—slre started again. I took time 
out by nuzzliiig ber a bttle, ''Lay off, wiH you," sbe sdd with 
a twangy wbine, bastfly remo^r’iIlg ber brcrwn sboulder from 
roy bps, (It was rery curious tbe way sbe considered—^and 
kept doing so for a long time—ab caresses except Idsses on tbe 
mouth or tbe staik act of love eitber “romantic slosb” or 
“abnormal".) 

"Yon mean,” sbe persisted, now kneeling above "yon 
nerer did it wben you were a Idd?” 

'*Never/' I answered ąuite tmtbfuHy. 

"Okay,” said Lobta, "bere is where we start.” 

Howe\-er, I shall not borę my leamed readers witb a detailed 
account of Lobta’s presumption. Suffice it to say tbat not a 
tracę of modesty did I perceive in tbis beantiful bardly fotmed 
young girl wbom modem co^ducation, juvenile mores, tbe 
campfire racket and so fortb bad utterly and bopelessly de- 
pia\'ed. Sbe saw tbe stark act merdy as part of a yonngster^s 
fnrtive world, unknown to adults. Wbat adults did for pnr- 
poses of procreation was no business of bers. My life was 
bandled by btóe Lo in an energetic, matter-of-fact manner 
as if it were an insensate gadget unconnected witb me. "Wbile 
eager to impress me witb the world of tougb Idds, sbe was 
not quite prepated for certain discrepancies between a kid’s 
life and minę. Pride alone prevented ber from gning up; for, 
in my strange predicament, I feigned supreme stupidity and 
bad ber bave ber way—at least wbile I could stiU bear iL But 
reaDy- these are irreler-ant matters; I am not concemed witb 
sooHed “sex” at aH. Anybody can imagine tbose eleraents 
of animality. A greater endea%'or lurcs me on: to fix once for 
ab the perflous magie of nympbets. 


30 

I HAs-E TO tread carefuby. I bawe to speak in a wbisper. Ob 
you, Ycteran crime reporter, you grave old usher, you once 
popular policeman, now in sobtaiy confinement after gracing 
tbat school Crossing for years, you WTCtcbed cmeritus read to by 
a boyl It would ner-er do, would it, to have you febows fab 
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madly in Iove with my Lolifcal Had I been a painter, had the 
management of The Enchanted Hunters lost its mind one 
summer day and commissioned me to redecorate their dining 
room with murals of my own maldng, this is what I might haye 
thought up, let me list some fragments: 

There would have been a lahe. There would have been an 
arbor in flame-flower. There would have been naturę studies— 
a tiger pursuing a bird of paradis^ a choldng snalce sheathing 
whole the flayed trunk of a shoat. There would have been a 
sułtan, his hce expressing great agony (beKed, as it were, by 
his molding caress), helping a caDypygean slave child to climb 
a column of onyx. There would have been those łuminous 
globules of gonadal glow that travel up the opalescent sides of 
jukę boxes. There would have been aB Idnds of camp activities 
on the part of the intermediate group, Canoeing, Coranting, 
Combing Curls in the lakeside sun. There would have been 
poplars, apples, a suburban Sunday. There would have been a 
fire opal dissolving within a ripple-ringed pool, a last throb, a 
last dab of color, stinging red, smarting pink, a sigh, a wincing 
child. 



I AM THYiNG to dcscribe these things not to relive them in 
my present boundless misery, but to sort out the portion of 
heli and the portion of heaven in that strange, awful, madden- 
ing wodd—nymphet love. The beastly and beautiful merged at 
one point, and it is that borderline I would like to fix, and I 
feel I fail to do so utterly. Why? 

The stipulation of the Roman law, according to which a gid 
may marry at twelve, was adopted by the Church, and is stilł 
preserved, rather tacidy, in some of the United States. And 
fifteen is lawful eveiywhere. There is nothing wrong, say both 
hemispheres, when a brute of forty, blessed by the local priest 
and bloated with drink, sheds his sweat-drenched finery and 
thrusts himself up to the hilt into his youthful bride. “In such 
stimulating temperate clunates [says an old magazine in this 
prison library] as SL Louis, Chicago and Cincinnati, girls 
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matare abont Ihe end of their twelfth year.” Dolores Ha 2 e rras 
bom less than three bundred mfles from stimulating Cra- 
cumati. I bave but foUowed naturę. I am natnre's feiAral 
hotmd. %Vhy 6ien tbis borror that I cannot sbabe off? Did I 
deprive ber of ber fiower? Sensitive genflewomen of tbe jury, 
I vras not eveii ber first lover. 


32 


She tołd me tbe way sbebad been debaucbed. We ate flavor- 
less mealy bananas, bruised peaches and veiy palatable potato 
cbips, and die Kleine told me eyerytbing. Her voluble but dis- 
jointed acconnt was accompanied by many a droB raoue. As i 
think I bas'e already observed, I especially remember one wry 
face on an “ugbl” basis: jelly-moutb distended sideways and 
eyes roHed up in a routine blend of comic disgust^ resigpation 
and tolerance for young frailty. 

Her astounding tale started with an introductory mention of 
ber tent-mate of fire previous summer, at anotber camp, a “veiy 
select” one as she put iL That tent-mate ("quite a derelict 
cbaracter," "half-ctazy,” but a “sweB lad") instructed ber in 
various manipulations. At first; loyal Lo refused to tell me 
ber name. 

"Was it Grace Angel?" I aslced. . 

Sbe sbooli ber head. No, it v?asn't, it was tbe daugbter of a 
big sbot. He— 

"Was it perhaps Rosę Cannine?” 

"No, of course, noL Her father —" 

"Was it, then, Agnes Sberidan, perchance?” 

She swaHowed and sboob ber bead—and then did a double 
taŁe. 

“Say, bow come you know all those Idds?" 

I eiplained. 

‘Web," she said. "They are pretty bad, some of that school 
bunch, but not that bad. If you baye to know, ber name nas 
blizabeth Talbot, she goes now to a sunnky private schooL 
ber father is an executive.” 

I recalled m‘th a funny pang the freąuency with wbich poor 
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Charlotte used to intróduce into party chat such elegant tid- 
bits as “when my daughter was out hildng last year with the 
Talbot girl.” 

I wanted to know if either mother had leamed of those 
sapphic diversions? 

“Gosh no,” exhaled limp Lo mimicldng dread and relief, 
pressing a falsely fluttering band to ber cbesL 

I was morę interested, however, in beterosexuaI experience. 
She bad entered the sixth grade at eleven, soon after moving 
to Ramsdale from the Middie West. Wbat did she mean by 
“pretty bad”? 

Weil, the Miranda twins bad sbared the same bed for yeais, 
and Donald Scott, who was the dumbest boy in the school, 
had done it with Hazel Smith in his uncle's garage, and Ken¬ 
neth Km'ght—^who was the brigbtest—used to exhibit himself 
wberever and wbenever be bad a cbance, and— 

“Let us switch to Camp Q,” I said. And presently I got the 
whole story. 

Barbara Burkę, a sturdy blond, two years older than Lo and 
by far the camp’s best swimmer, had a very special canoe 
fwhicb she sbared with Lo 'hecause I was the oidy other girl 
who could make Willow Island” (some swimming test, I 
imagine). Through July, every moniing—mark, reader, eveiy 
blessed moming—^Barbara and Lo would be helped to carry the 
boat to Onyx or Eryx (two smaH lakes in the wood) by CharUe 
Holmes, the camp mikress’ son, aged thirteen—and the only 
human małe for a couple of miles around (excepting an old 
meek stone-deaf handyman, and a farmer in an old Ford who 
sometimes sold the campers eggs as farmers wiH); every mora- 
ing, oh my reader, the three children would take a short cut 
through the beautiful innocent forest brimming with all the 
emblems of youth, dew, birdsongs, and at one point, among 
the Imoiriant undergrowth, Ló woidd be left as sentinel, while 
Barbara and the boy copulated behind a bush. 

At first, Lo had refi^ed "to try what it was like,” bot 
curiosity and camaraderie preyailed, and soon she and Barbara 
were doing it by tums with the sdent, coarse and surly but 
indefatigable Charlie, who had as much sex appeal as a raw 
carrot but sported a fascinating coHection of contracepfa’ves 
which he used to fish out of a third nearby lakę, a consider- 
ably larger and morę populous one, called Lakę Ćlimas, after 
the booming young factory town of that name. Although 
conceding it was “sort of fun” and “fine for the complemon,” 
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Lolita, I am to say, teld CbaiUe's mind and mannets in 
the greatest contempL Nor had her temperament 'been ronsed 
by that filtfay fiend. In fact, I fiiinl: be had rather stunned it, 

despite the "fun.” ^ 

By that time it was close to ten. Wita the ebo ot lust, an 
ashen sense o£ amfulness, abetted by fte realistic-diabness of 
a giay nenralgic day, cr^ over me and hummed 'within my 
temples. Brown, nafced, ftail Lo, her narrow wbite bnttochs 
to me, her snifcy face to a door mirror, stood, aims aldmbo, 
feet (in new sHppers with pas^^-fur tops) wide apar^ and 
through a forehanging lock tritely mugged at hers^ in die 
glass. From the corridor came the cooing voices of colored 
maids at work, and presently there was a mild attempt to open 
the door of our room. I had Lo go to the bathroom and take 
a much-needed soap shower. The bed was a fri^tfoł mess 
with overtones of potato chips. She tried on a two-piece navy 
wool, then a sleeveless blouse with a swidy clathiate skirt, but 
the first was too tight and the second too ample, and when 
I begged her to hurry np (the situation was b^nning to 
frighten me), Lo viciousty sent those nice presents of minę 
hurtling into a oomer, and pnt. on yesteida/s dress. When 
she was ready at last, I gave her a lovely new purse of simulated 
calf (in which I had slipped ąnite a few pennies and two mint- 
hright dimes) and told her to buy hersdf a magazine in the 
lobby. 

''IH be down in a minute,” I said. “And if I werc you, my 
dear, I would not talk to śtiangeis.” 

Eźcept for my poor httle gifts, there was not much to pack; 
hut I was forced to devote a dangerous amount of time (was 
she up to something downstairs?) to arranging the bed in such 
a way as to suggest the abandoned nest of a lestless father 
and his tomboy daughter, instead of an ex-convict’s sahimałia 
with a couple of fat old whoies. Then I hnished dressing and 
had the hoary bellboy come up for the bags. 

Eser ytfamg was Sne. There, in the lobby, she sab deep in an 
o^^erstnffed blood-red armchair, deep in a lurid movie maga- 
anc. A feUow of iny age in tweeds (the genre of the place 
had dianged oyemight to a spurious country-sąuire atmos- 
phere) was stanng at my Lolita over his dead cigar and stale 
HTO-sęper. She worc her professional wbite socks and saddie 
o»or^ and that hright print frock witL the sąoare thioat; a 
splash of jaded lamplight brought out the golden down on her 
v.ann brown limbs. There she sat, her legs carelessly high- 
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crossed, and her pale ej^ swimming along the lines with 
erery now and then a blinie. wife had worsbipped him 
from afar long before they ever met: in fact, sbe used to 
secretly admire tfae £awovs young actor as be ate sundaes in 
Schwob's drugstore. Nothing could bave been morę childish 
than ber snubbed nose, frecMed face or the purplisb spot on 
ber naked neck wbere a fairytale yampire bad feasted, or the 
unconscious movement of ber tongue exploring a toneb of 
rosy rash around her swoUen bps; nothing could be morę barm- 
less than to read about JiD, an energetic starlet who madę ber 
pwn clothes and was a student of serious bterature; notbing 
could be morę innocent than the part in tbat glossy brown 
hair with that silky sheen on the tempie; nothing could be 
morę naJve—But wbat sickening envy the leeberous feBow 
whoever he was—come to think of it^ he resembled a Httle 
my Swiss uncle Gustave, also a great admirer of le dócomeń — 
would have experienced had he known that eyery nerve in me 
was stiU anointed and ringed with the feel of ber body—the 
body of some immortal daemon disguised as a female child. 

Was pink pig Mr. Swoon absolutely surę my wife had not 
telepbóned? He was. If sbe did, would he tell her we bad 
'gone on to Aunt Ciare’s place? He would, indeedie, I settled 
the bill and roused Lo from her chair. Sbe read to the car. 
StiU reading, sbe was driven to a so-caUed coSee shop a few 
blocks South. Oh, sbe ate all right Sbe even laid aside her 
magazine to eat, but a ąueer dullness had replaced her usual 
cheerfulness. I lóiew little Lo could be very nasty, so I braced 
myself and grinned, and waited for a sqn^. I was unbathed, 
unsbaven, and bad had no bowel movement. My nerves were 
a-jangle. I did not like the way my httle mistress sbrugged 
her shoulders and distended ber nostrils when I attempted 
casual smali talk. Had Phyllis been in the know before sbe 
foined ber parents in Maine? I asked with a smile. "Look,” 
said Lo making a weeping grimace, ‘^et us get off the sub- 
jecL” I then tried—also unsuccessfuHy, no matter how I 
smacked my hps—^to interest her in the road map. Our desti- 
nation was, let me remind my patient reader wbose meek 
temper Lo ougbt to have copie^ the gay town of LepingriHe, 
somewhere near a hypotbetical hospitd. Tbat destination was 
in itself a perfectly arbitrary one (as, alas, so many were to be), 
and I sbook in my shoes as I wondered how to keep the wbole 
arrangement plausible, and wbat other plausible ob}ectives 
to inyent after we had taken in all the mowes in Lepingville. 
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Morę and morę uncomfortable did Humbert feel. It was 
something quite special, that feeling: an oppressive, hideous 
constraint as if I were sitting with the smali ghost of some- 
body I had {ust killed. 

As she was in the act of getting back into the car, an ex' 
pression of pain fiitted across Lo’s face. It fiitted again, morę 
meaningfuHy, as she settled down beside me. No doubt, she 
reproduced it that second time for my benefit. Foolishly, I 
asked her what was the matter. “Nothing, you brute,” she re- 
plied. ‘Ton what?” I asked. She was silent. Leaving Briceland. 
Loquacious Lo was silent. Cold spiders of panie crawled down 
my back. This was an oitphan. This was a lone child, an ab- 
solute waif, with whom a heavy-limbed, foul-smelh’ng adult 
had had strenuous intercourse three times that very moming. 
Whether or not the realization of a lifelong dream had sur- 
■passed aH espectation, it had, in a sense, overshot its mark— 
and plunged into a nightmare. I had been careless, stupid, and 
ignoble. And let me be quite frank; somewhere at the bottom 
of that dark turmoil I felt the writhing of desire again, so 
monstrous was my ąppetite for that miserable nympheL 
Mingled with the pangs of guilt was the agonizing thought 
that her mood might prevent me frdm m^ng love to her 
again as soon as I found a nice country road where to park 
in peace. In other words, poor Humbert Humbert was drrad- 
fully unhappy, and whfle steadily and inanely driving toward 
Lepingyille, he kept racldng his brains for some quip, under 
the bright wing of which he might dare tum to his seatmate. 
It was she, however, who broke the silence: 

“Oh, a squashed squirrel,” she said. “What a shame.” 

^Tes, isn't it?” (eager, hopeful Hum). 

“Let us stop at the next gas station,” Lo continued. “I want 
to go to the washroom.” 

“We shall stop wherever you want,” I said. And then as a 
lovely, lonely, supercilious grove (oaks, I thought; American 
trees at that stage were beyond me) started to echo greenly 
tfic rush of our car, a red and femy road on our right tumed 
its head before slanting into the woodland, and I suggested 
we might perhaps— 

"Drive on,” my Lo cried shrihy. 

“Righto. Take it eas)\" (Down, poor beast, donn.) 

I glanccd at her. Thank God, the child nns smiling. 

“You chump,” she said, sweeóy smiling at me. ‘Tou rmnlt- 
ing creature. I was a daisy-fresh girl, and look what you’ve 

129 



done to me. I ought to cali the police and tell them you raped 
. me. Oh you, dirty, dirty old man.” 

Was she joldng? An ominous hysterical notę rang through 
her silly words. Presently, maldng a sizzling sound ■with her 
lips, she started complaining of pains, said she could not sit, 
said I had tom sonąething inśide her. The sweat roUed down 
my neck, and we almost ran over some little animal or other 
that was Crossing the road with taił erect, and again my yile- 
tempered companion caUed me an ugly name. When we 
stopped at the hlling station, she scramhled out without a 
Word and was a long time away. Slowly, lovingly, an elderly 
friend with a broken nose, wiped my windshield—they do it 
difierently at eveiy place, from chamois cloth to soapy brash, 
this fellow used a pink sponge. 

She appeared at last. “Loo^” she said in that neutral voice 
that hurt me so, “give me some dimes and nickels. I want to 
cali mother in that hospital. Whafs the number?” 

“Get in,” I said- 'Tou can't caU that number.” 

“\Vhy?” 

"Get in and slam the door.” 

She got in and slammed the door. The old garage man 
beamed at her. I swung onto the highway. ' 

"Why can’t I cali my mother if I want to?” 

"Because,” I answered, "your mother is dead.” 



In THE GAT TO^wN of Lcpingyille I bought her four books of 
comics, a box of candy, a box of sanitary pads, two cokes, a 
manicure set, a travel clock with a luminous dial, a ring with a 
real topaz, a tennis racket, roHer skates with white high shoes, 
field glasses, a portable radio set, chewing gum, a transparent 
raincoat, sungd^sses, some morę garments—swooners, shorts, 
all kinds of summer frocks. At the hotel we had separate 
rooms, but in the middle of the night she came sobbing into 
rm'ne, and we madę it up very gentiy. You see, she had ahso- 
lutdy nowhere clse to go. 
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part TWO 




1 


It "^tas then that began our extensive travels dl over the 
States. To any other type of tourist accommodation I soon 
grew to prefer thc Functional Motel—dean, neat, safe nooks, 
ideał places for słeep, argument, leconcfliation, msatiable fllicit 
love. At first, in my dr^d of arousing suspicion, l •would ea- 
gerly pay for both scctions of one double unit, eacb containing 
a double bed. I -wondered wbat tj^je of fouisome tbis arrange- 
ment wss evet intended for, sińce ordy a pbarisaic parody of 
prhacy could be attained by means of the incomplete partition 
dhiding the cabin or room into tn’o commnnicating love nests. 
By and by, the very possibOities that such honest promiscuity 
suggested (teo young couples tnerrily swapping mates or a 
child shamming sleep to earwitness primal sonorities) madę me 
bolder, and es^ery now and then I would tahe a bed-and-cot 
or tnin-bed cabin, a prison ceH of paradise, with }’eQow window 
shades pulłed downa to create a moming illusion of Venice and 
sunshłne when actually it was PennsyK'ania and rain. 

We came to know—^nous connimes, to use a Flaubertian 
intonation—the stone cottages under enormous Chateaubiian- 
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desque trees, the brick unit, the adobe unit, tbe stucco couit, 
on wbat the Tour Book of the Automobile Association de- 
scribes as “shaded” or “spacious” or ‘^andscaped” grounds. 
The log kind, finished in knotty pine, reminded Lo, by its 
golden-brown glaze, of fried-chicken bones. We held in con- 
tempt the plain whitewashed clapboard Kabins, with their 
faint sewerish smell or some other ^oomy self-conscious stencb 
and nothing to boast of (except “good beds”), and an un- 
smiling lanćDady always prepared to have her gift (“. . . well, 

I could give you . . .”) tumed down. 

Nous connńmes (this is royal fun) the would-be entice- 
ments of their repetitious names—all those Sunset Motels, 
U-Beam Cottages, Hfllcrest Courts, Pine View Courts, Moun- 
tain View Courts, Skyline Courts, Park Plaża Courts, Green 
Acres, Mac’s Courts. There was sometimes a special hne in 
_the_write-up, such as “Children welcome, pets allowed'' (You | 
are welcome, you are allowed). The baths v;ere mostly tiled 
showers, with an endless variety of spouting mechanisms, 
but with one definitely non-Laodicean characteristic in com- 
mon, a propensity, while in use, lo tum instantly beastly hot or 
blindin^y cold upon you, depending on whether your neigh- 
bor tumed on his cold or his hot to deprive you of a necessary 
complement in the shower you had so carefully blended, Some 
motels had instructions pasted above the toilet (on whose 
tank the towels were unhygienically heaped) asking guests 
not to throw into its bowl garbage, beer cans, cartons, still- 
bom babies; dthers had special notices under glass, such as 
Things to Do (Riding: You will often see riders coming down 
Main Street on their way back from a romantic moonligbt 
lide. “Often at 3 a.m.,” sneered unromantic Lo). 

Nous connómes the various types of motor court operators, 
the reformed ctiminal, the retired teachcr and the business 
flop, among the males; and the motherly, pseudo-ladylike 
and madamic variants among the females. And sometimes 
trains would ciy in the monstrously hot and hrnnid night with 
heartrending and ominous plangency, mingling power and 
hystęria in one desperate scream. 

We avoided Tourist Homes, country consins of Funeral 
ones, old-fashioned, genteel and showerless. with elaborate 
dressing tables in depressingly white-and-pink little bedrooms, 
and photographs of the landlady's children in all their instars. 
But I did surrender, now' and then, to Lo's predilection for 
“real" hotcls. She would pick out in the book, while I petted 
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her in the parlced car in the silence of a dask-mellowed, mys- 
■i terious side-road, some highly recommended lakę lodge which 
P ofiered aH sorts of things magnified by the flashlight sbe moved 
lii over tfaem, sucb as congenial company, between-meals snacks, 
ontdoor barbecnes—but wbicb in my mind conjured up odious 
yisions of stinking high school boys in sweatsbnts and an em- 
ber-red cheek pressing against bers, wbile poor Dr. Humbert, 
embiacing nothing bat two mascubne knees, would cold- 
' humor bis piles on the damp turf. Most tempting to ber, 
too, were those "Colonial” Inns, wbicb apart from “gracious 
~ atmospbere” and picture Windows, promised "unlimited 

- ąuantities of M-m-m food.” Treasuied recoTlections of my 
£ fathei^s palatial hotel sometimes led me to seek for its like 
^ in the stiange country we traveled througb. I was^soon dis- 
t couraged; but Lo kept fobowing the scent of ricb food ads, 
i while I derived a not exclusively economic kick from sucb 
' roadside signs as Timber Hotel, CŁOdren under 14 Free. 

- On the other band, I sbudder wben recalbng tbat soi-disant 

- “high-class” resort in a Midwestem state, wbicb advertised 
5 "raid-the-icebox” midnight snacks and, intrigued by my a(> 
~ cent, wanted to know my dead wife’s and dead motber^s 
" maiden names. A two^ays’ stay there cost me a hundred and 

- twenty-four dobanl And do you remember, Miranda, tbat 
' other “ultrasmart” robbers* den witb complimentary moming 
s coffee and circulating ice water, and no cbildren under six- 
' teen (no Lolitas, of course)? 

' Immediately upon arrival at one of the plainer motor, 
" courts which became our habitual haunts, sbe would set the 

* electric fan a-wbirr, or induce me to drop a ąuarter into tbe 

radio, or she would read aU the signs and inąuire with a whine 
' why she could not go riding up some ad^rtised trail or 

: swimming in that local pool of warm minerał water. Most 

often, in the slouching, bored way she cultivated, Lo would 
fen prostiate and abominably desirable into a red springebair 
or a green chaise longue, or a steamer cbair of striped can\'as 
with footrest and canopy, or a sbng chair, or any other lawn 
chair under a garden umbrella on the patio, and it would 
take hours of blandisbments, threats and promises to make 
her Icnd me for a few seconds her brorni limbs in the se- 
dusion of the five-dollar room before undertaldng anything 
she might prefer to my poor joy. 

A corribinadon of naivctć and deception, of charm and yuI- 
ganti', of blue sulks and ros>' mirth, Lolita, wben sbe cbose, 
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could be a most exasperating brat. I was not really quite pre- 
pared for ber fits of disorganized boredom, intense and ve- 
hement griping, ber sprawling, droopy, dopey-eyed style, and 
wbat is called goofing off—a kind of diflEused clowning wbicb • 
sbe tbougbt was tougb in a boyisb boodlum way. Mentally, 
I found ber to be a disgustingly conventional little girl. Sweet 
bot jazz, sąuare dancing, gooey fudge sundaes, musicals, movie 
magazines and so fortb—tbese were tbe obvious items iń 
ber bst of beloved tbings. Tbe Lord knows bow many nickels 
I fed to tbe gorgeous musie boxes tbat came witb every meal 
we bad! I still bear tbe nasal voices of tbose inyisibles serenad- 
ing ber, people witb names like Sammy and Jo and Eddy and 
Tony and Peggy and Guy and Patty and Rex, and sentimental 
song bits, all pf tbem as similar to my ears as ber various 
candies were to my palate. Sbe belies'ed, witb a land of celestial 
trust, any advertisement or advice tbat appeared in Movie 
Love or Screen Land—Starasil Staryes Pimples, or “You bet- 
ter watcb out if you're wearing your sbirttails outside your 
jeans, gals, because Jill says you sbouldn’t." If a roadside sign 
said: Yisrr Orra Gm Shop —^we bad to visit it, bad to buy its 
Indian curios, doUs, copper jeweby, cactus candy. Tbe words 
“novelties and souyenirs” simply entranced ber by tbeir tro- 
cbaic mt. If some cafd sign proclaimed Icecold Drinks, sbe 
was automatically stirred, altbougb all drinks everywbere were 
ice-pold. Sbe it śvas to wbom ads were dedicated: tbe ideał 
consumer, tbe subject and object of every foul poster. And sbe 
attempted—unsuccessfully—^to patronize only tbose restau- 
rants wbere tbe boly spirit of Huncan Dines bad descended 
upon tbe cute paper napkins and cottage-cbeese-crested salads. 

. In tbose days, neitber sbe nor I bad tbougbt up yet tbe sys¬ 
tem of monetary bribes wbicb was to work sucb havoc witb 
my nerves and ber morals somewbat later. I relied on tbree 
otber metbods to keep my pubescent coneubine in submis- 
sion and passable temper. A few years before, sbe bad spent 
a rainy summer under Miss Pbalen's bleary eye in a dilapi- 
dated Appalacbian farmbouse tbat bad belonged to some 
gnarled Haze or otber in tbe dead past. It stiU stood among 
its rank acres of goldenrod on tbe edge of a flowerless forest, 
at tbe end of a permanently muddy road, twenty miles from 
tbe nearest bamleL Lo recalled tbat scareerow of a bouse, 
tbe solitude, tbe soggy old pastures, tbe wind, tbe bloated 
wildemess, witb an energ)' of disgust tbat distorted ber moutb 
and fattened ber balf-reyealed tongue. And it was tbere tbat 
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I -ffamed her she ■would dwdl with tne in cole foi ■monĄs 
and yeais if need be, studyirig under me French and Latin, 
unless ber "present attitude” cbanged. Charlotte, 1 began to 
nnderstand yonl 

A simple chfld, Lo would scream no! and frantically datch 
at my drimg band whencY^er I put a stop to ber tomadoes of 
temper by tuming in tbe middle of a bigbrY^ay with tbe im- 
plication that I 'was abont to talce ber straight to tbat dark 
and dismgl abode. The farther, boweY’er, we traveled away 
from it West, tbe less tangible that menace became, and I bad 
to adopt other methods of persuasion. 

Among these, tbe reformatory threat is tbe one I recaB with 
tbe deepest moan of sbame. From tbe veiy beginning of our 
concourse, I nas cleY’er enougb to realize that I must secure 
ber complete co-operation in keeping our relations secret, tbat 
it should become a second naturę witb ber, no matter wbat 
gmdge she might bear me, no matter wbat other pleasures 
sbe might seeL 

"Come and lass your old man,” I would say, "and drop 
tbat moody nonsense. In former times, wben I was stfll your 
dream małe [tbe reader will notice wbat pains I took to speak 
Lo's tongue , you swooned to records of tbe number one 
throb-and-sob idols of your coeYnls [Lo: "Of my wbat? Speak 
Englłsb”]. That idol of your pals sonnded, you thougbt, like 
friend Humbert. But now, I am just your old man, a dream 
dad protecting his dream daughtcr. 

"My cbÓK Dolords! I want to protect you, dear, from ab 
tbe horrors tbat bappen to bttle girls in coal sbeds and aHey 
ways, and, alas, comme y'Ous le sa\'ez trop bien, ma gentilJe, in 
tbe blueberry woods during tbe bluest of summers. Througb 
thick and thin I wńll stOl stay your guardian, and if you are 
good, I hope a court may legalize that guardiansbip before 
long. Let us, how'ever, forget, Dolores Haze, so-cabed legał 
terminology, terminolog)' ^at accepts as rational tbe term 
lew’d and lascmous cohabitation.' I am not a criminal sexual 
psjxbopath tałdng indecent liberties with a cbbd. The rapist 
was Charlie Holmes; I am tbe tberapist—a matter of nice 
spacing in tbe way of distinction, I am your daddum, Lo. 
I^ok, rve a leamed book heie about young girls. Look, dar- 
ling, wbat it saY^s. I quote: tbe normal girl—normal, mark 
you—tbe normal girl is usuaby estremely amdous to please 
ber fatber. Sbe feels in bim tbe forerunner of tbe desired 
elusńe małe (‘elusire’ is good, by PoloniusI). The wise motber 
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(and your poor mother would have been wise, had sbe lived) 
will encourage a companionship betwcen father and daughter, 
realizing—excuse the comy style—that the giil forms her 
ideals of romance and of men from her association with her 
father. Now, what association does this cheery book mean— 
and recommend? I ąuote a^in: Among Sicilians sexual rela- 
tions between a father and his daughter are accepted as a 
malter of course, and the girl who participates in such rela- 
tionship is not looked upon with disapproval by the society of 
which she is parL Fm a great admirer of Sicilians, fine athletes, 
fine musicians, fine upright people, Lo, and great lovers. But 
let’s not digress. Only the other day we read in the news- 
papers some bunkum about a middle-aged morals ofEender 
who pleaded guilty to the violation of the Mann act and to 
transporting a nine-year-old girl across State lines for immoral 
purposes, whatever these are. Dolores darhngl You are not 
nine but almost thirteen, and I would not advise you to con- 
sider yourself my cross-country slave, and I deplore the Mann 
act as lending jtself to a dreadful pan, the revenge that the 
Gods of Semantics take against tight-zippered Philistines, 
l am your father, and I am spealdng English, and I love you. 

“Finally, let us see what happens if you, a minor, accused 
of having impaired the morals of an adult in a respectable inn, 
what happens if you complain to the police of my having kid- 
naped and raped you? Let us suppose they believe you. A 
minor female, who allows a person over twenty-one to know 
her camally, involves her victim into statutory rape, or second- 
degree sodomy, depending on the techniąue; and the maxi- 
mum penalty is ten years. So I go to jaD. Okay. I go to jail. 
But what happens to you, my orphan? Weh, you are luclder. 
You become the ward of łhe Department of Public Welfare— 
which I am afraid sounds a little bleak. A nice grim matron 
of the Miss Phalen type, but morę rigid and not a drinking 
woman,' will take away your hpstick and fancy clothes. No 
morę gadding abouti I don’t know if you have ever heard of 
the laws relating to dependent, neglected, incorrigible and 
delinąuent chil^en. Whfle I stand gripping the bars, you, 
happy neglected child, will be given a choice of various dwell- 
ing places, aH morę or less the same, the correctional school, 
the reformatory, the )uvenile detention home, or one of those 
admirable girls’ protectories where you knit things, and sfng 
hymns, and have rancid pancakes on Sundays. You will go 
there, Lolita —my Lolita, this Lolita will leave her CatuUus 
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and go there, as the wa}'ward girl you are. In plainer words, if 
we two are found ont, you will be analyzed and institutdonal- 
ized, my pet, c’est tout. You will dweli; my Lolita will dwell 
{come here, my brown fiower) with thirty-nine other dopes in 
a dirty dormitory (no, allow me, please) under the supervision 
of hideous matrons. This is the situation, this is the choice. 
Don’t you think that under the circumstances Dolores Haze 
had better stick to her old man?” 

By rubbing aH this in, I succeeded in terrorizing Lo, who 
despite a certain brash alertness of manner and spurts of wat 
was not as intelligent a child as her I.Q. might suggest. But 
if I managed to establish that background of shared secrecy 
and shared guilt, I was much less successful in keeping her in 
good humor. Every moming during our yearlong travels I had , 
to de^^se some expectation, some special point in space and 
time for her to look forward to, for her to survive till bedtime. 
Otherwise, deprived of a shaping and sustaining purpose, the 
skelcton of her day sagged and coHapsed. The object in \aew 
might be anything—a lighthouse in Yirginia, a natural eavć1in 
Arkansas converted to a cafć, a collection of guns and violins 
somewhere in Oklahoma, a replica of the Grotto of Lourdes 
in Louisiana, shabby photographs, of the bonanza mining 
period in the local museum of a Rocky Mountain resort, any- 
thine whatsoeyer—^but it had to be there, in front of us, like a 
fized star, although as likely as not Lo would feign gagging ' 
as soon as we got to it. 

By putting the geography of the United States into motion, 

I did my best for hours on end to give her the impression of 
“going places,” of rolling on to some deSnite deslination, to 
some unusual dehght. I have ne^’er scen such smooth araiable 
roads as those that now radiated before us, across the crazy 
quilt of forh'-eight States. Yoraciously we consumed those 
long highwaj^s, in rapt silence we glided over their glessy black 
dancc floors. Not only had Lo no eye for scenery but she 
furioiisly resented my calling her attenlion to this or that 
enchanting dctail of landscape; which I mj-self leamed to dis- 
«m only after being ezposed for quite a time to the delicate 
^uty cver present in the margin of our undeser\ang joumey. 
By a ^radoz of pictorial thought, the aveiage lowland North- 
Amcrican countiysidc had at first seemed to me something 
I acccptcd wa‘th a shock of amused recognition because of 
mose painted oilcloths which were imported from America 
m the old daj-s to be hung above washstands in Central- 
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European nurseries, and which fascinated a drowsy chfld at 
bed time with the rustdc green views they depicted—opaąue 
curly trees, a bam, cattle, a broolc, the duli wbite of vague 
orchards in bloom, and perhaps a stone fence or hiUs of 
greenish gouache. But graduaDy tbe models of those ele- 
mentaiy rusticities became stranger and stranger to the eye, 
the nearer I came to know them. ,Beyond the tflled plain, 
beyond the toy roofs, there would be a slow suflFusion of inutile 
loYchness, a Iow sun in a platinum haze with a warm, peeled- 
peach tinge pervading the upper edge of a two-dimensional, 
dove-gray cloud fusing with the distant amorous mist. There 
might be a linę of spaced trees silhouetted against the horizon, 
and hot stfll noons above a wildemess of clover, and Claude 
Lorrain clouds inscribed remotely into misty azure with only 
their cumulus part conspicious against the neutral swoon of 
the background. Or again, it might be a stem El Greco hori¬ 
zon, pregnant with inky rain, and a passing glimpse of some 
mummy-necked farmer, and all around altemating strips of 
quick-snverish water and harsh green com, the whole arrange- 
ment opening like a fan, somewhere in Khnsas. 

Now and, then, in the vastness of those plains, huge trees 
would advance toward us to cluster self-consciously by the 
roadside and provide a bit of humanitarian shade above a pie¬ 
nie table, wiói sun flecks, flattened paper cups, samaras and 
discarded ice-cream sticks littering the brown ground. A great 
user of roadside faeflities, my unfastidious Lo would be 
charmed by toflet signs—Guys-Gals, John-Jane, Jack-Jill and 
even Buck’s-Doe's; while lost in an artist’s dream, I would 
stare at the honest brightness of the gasoline paraphemalia 
against the splendid green of oaks, or at a distant hill scram- 
bling out—scarred but still untamed—from the wildemess 
of agriculture that was trying to swahow it. 

At night, tali tmeks studded with colored lights, like dread- 
ful giant Christmas trees, loomed in the darkness and thun- 
dered by the belated little sedan. And again next day a thinly 
populated sky, losing its blue to the heat, would melt over- 
head, and Lo would clamor for a drink, and her cheeks v/ould 
hollow vigorously over the straw, and the car inside would be 
a fumace when we got in again, and the road shimmered 
ahead, TOth a remote car changing its shape mirage-like in the 
surface glare, and seeming to hang for a moment, old-fash- 
ionedly sąuare and high, in the hot haze. And as we pushed 
westward, patches of what the garage-man caUed “sagę brush” 
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appeated, and then the mysterious outlines of table-Tilce hills, 
and the red blufis ink-blotted with junipers, and then a moun- 
tain rangę, dun grading into blue, and blue into dream, and 
the desert would meet us with a steady gale, dnst, gray thom 
bushes, and hideous bits of tissue paper mimicking pale flow- 
ers among the prickles of wind-tortured withered stalks aH 
along the highway; in the middle of whicb tbere sometiines 
stood simple cows, imrnobilized in a position (taił left, wbite 
eyelashes right) cutting across ab human mles of traffic. 

My law>’er bas suggested I give a elear, frank acconnt of the 
itinerary we followed, and I suppose I bave reached here a 
point where I cannot avoid that chore. Rougbly, during that 
mad year (August 1947 to August 1948), our route began 
with a series of waggles and whorls in New England, then 
meandered south, up and down, east and west; dipped deep 
into ce qu’on appelle Dbaeland, avoided Florida because the 
FarloTO were there, veered west, zigzagged through com belts 
and cotton belts (this is not too elear I am afraid, Clarence, 
but I did not keep any notes, and have at my disposal pnly an 
atrociously crippled tour book in łhree volumes, aimost a 
symbol of my tom and tattered past, in which to check these 
recollections); crossed and reerossed the Roclaes, straggled 
through Southern deserts where we wintered; reached the 
Pacific, turaed north through the pale lilac fluff of flowering 
shrabs along forest roads; aimost reached the Canadian bordei; 
and proceeded east, across good lands and bad lands, back to 
agriculture on a grand scalę, avoiding, despite little Lo’s 
sbident remonstrations, little Lo’s birthplace, in a com, coal 
and hog producing area; and Bnaby rehiroed to the fold of 
the East, petering out in the college tonm of Beardsley. 


, 2 

Now, PERUSING what fobows, the reader should bear in 
mind not only the generał Circuit as adumbrated above, with 
jfs many sidetrips and tourist traps, secondar>’ circles and skit- 
bsh dmnations, but also the fact that far from being an 
mdoicnt par/ie de plaisir, our tour was a bard, twisted, teleo' 
logical growth, whose sole raison d’itre (these French clich& 
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are symptomatic) was to keep my companion in passable 
humor from fciss to kiss. 

Thumbing through that battered tour book, I dimly evoke 
that Magnolia Garden in a southem state which cost me four 
bucks and which, according to the ad in the book, you must 
visit for three reasons: b^use John Galsworthy (a stone- 
dead writer of sorts) acelaimed it as the world’s fairest garden; 
because in 1900 Baedekei^s Guide had marked it with a star; 
and finally, because ... O, Reader, My Reader, guessl . .. 
because cMdren (and by Jingo was not my Lolita a child!) will 
“walk starry-eyed and reverenBy tirrough this foretaste of 
Heaven, drinking in beauty that can influence a life." “Not 
minę,” sard grim Lo, and settled down on a bench with the 
fillings bf two Sunday papere in her lovely lap. 

We passed and re-passed through the whole gamut of 
American roadside restaurants, from the lowly Eat with its 
deer head (dark tracę of long tear at inner eanóius), “humor- 
ous” picture post cards of the posterior “Kurort” type, impaled 
guest checks, life savers, sun^sses, adman visions of celestial 
sundaes, one half of a chocolate cake under glass, and several 
horribly experienced flies zigzagging over &e sticky sugar- 
pour on the ignoble counter; and aD the way to the expensive 
place with the subdued lights, prepostęrously poor table linen, 
inept waiters (ex-convicts or college boys), the roan back of a 
screen actress, the sable eyebrows of her małe of the moment, 
and an orchestra of zoot-suiters with trumpets. 

We inspected the world's largest stalagmite in a cave where 
three southeastem states have a family reunion; admission by 
age; adults one dollar, pubescents sixty cents. A gianite obelisk 
commemoratmg the Battle of Blue IJcks, with old bones and 
Indian pottery in the museum nearby, Lo a dime, very reason- 
able. The present log cabin boldly simulating the past log 
cabin where Lincoln was bom. A boulder, with a plaąue, in 
memory of the author of “Trees” (by now we are in Poplar 
Cove, N.C., reached by what my khid, tolerant, usually so 
restrained tour book angrily caDs “a very narrow road, poorly 
maintained,” to which, though no Kihnerite, I subscribe). 
From a hired motorboat operated by an elderly, but stół 
repulsively handsome Wbite Russian, a baron they said (Lo's 
palms were damp, the littie fool), who had known in Cali- 
fomia, good old Maxuno\'ich and Yaleria, we could distinguish 
the inaccessible “mfllionaires’ colony” on an island, somewhere 
off the Georgia coast. We inspected further: a coUection of 
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European hotel pictare post cards in a nanseam devote<3 to 
hobbies at a Mississippi resort, where with a hot vrave of pride 
I discoyered a colored photo of my fatheds Mirana, its striped 
awnings, itś Sag flying above the retonched palm trees. “So 
what?” said Lo, sąuinting at the bronzed owner of an ex- 
pensive car who had foUowed us into the Hobby House. Rdics 
of the cotton era. A forest in Arkansas and, on her brown 
shoulder, a raised purple-pink swelhng (the work of some 
gnat) which I eased of its beautiful transparent poison between 
my long thnmbnails and then sucked tOI I was gorged on her 
spicy blood. Bourbon Street (in a town named New Orleans) 
whose sider^alks, said the tour book, "may [I liked the ‘may’] 
feature entertaimnent by pickaniniues'who will P liked flie 
'will' even better] tap-dance for pemues" (what ifun), while 
“its numerous smaU and intimate night clubs are thronged 
with yisitors” (naughty). Cohections of frontier lorę. Ante- 
bellum homes with iron-trellis balconies and hand-worked 
stairs, the land down which movie ladies with snn-kissed 
shoulders mn in rich Technicolor, holding np the fronts of 
their flounced skirts with both little hands in tiat specjał way, 
and the de\’oted Negress shaldng her head on the upper land- 
ing. The Menninger Foundation, a psychiatrie cHmc, just for 
the heck of iL A patch of beautifnUy eroded clay; and yucca 
blossoms, so pure, so waxy, but lousy with creeping wbite Bies. 
Independcnce, Missouri, the starting point of the Old Oregon 
Trail; and Abflene, Kansas, the home of the Wild BiU Some- 
thing Rodeo. Distant mountains. Near mountains. Morę 
mountains; bluish beauties never attainable, or ever tuming 
into inhabited bill after hill; south-eastera ranges, altitudinal 
failures as alps go; heart and sky-pierdng snow-veined gray 
colossi of stone, relentless peaks appearing from nowhere at a 
tum of the highway; timbered enormities, with a system of 
neatJy o^•er]appi^g dark firs, interrupted in places by pale 
puffs of aspen; pink and Iflac formations, Pharaonic, phallic, 
“too prehistorie for w^ords” (blasć Lo); buttes of black lar-a; 
early spring mountains with young-clephant lanugo along their 
spines; end-of-the-summer mountains, all hunched up, their 
hca\y Egjprian limbs folded under folds of tawny moth-eaten 
plush; oatmcal hills, fiecked with green round oaks; a last 
lufous mountain with a rich rug of luceme at its fooL 
_ Morcovcr, we inspected: Little iceberg Lakę, somewhere 
in Colorado, and the snów banks, and the cushionets of tiny 
alpme fiowers, and morę snów. down which Lo in red-peaked 
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cap tried to slide, and sąuealed, and was snowbaHed by some 
youngsters, and retaliated in Idnd comme on dit. Skeletons 
of buraed aspens, patches of spired blue flowers. The various 
items of a scenie drive. Hundreds of scenie drives, thousands 
of Bear Creeks, Soda Springs, Painted Canyons, Texas, a 
drought-struck plain. Crystal Chamber in the longest cave in 
the World, children under 12 free, Lo a young captive. A cob 
lection of a local lady^s homemade scnlptures, closed on a 
miserable Monday moming, dust, wind, witherland. Concep- 
tion Park, in a town on the Mexican border which I dared not 
cross. There and elsewhere, hnndreds of giay hummingbirds 
in the dusk, probing the throats of dim flowers. Shakespeare, 
a ghost town in New Mexico, where bad man Russian Bill 
was colorfully hanged seventy years ago. Fish hatcheries. Cliff 
dwellings. The mummy of a cbild (Florentine Bea’s Indian 
contemporary). Our twentieth HeFs Canyon, Our fiftieth 
Gateway to something or other fide ibat tour book, the cover 
of which had been lost by that tinie. A tick in my groin. Al- 
ways the same three old men, in hats and suspenders, idling 
away the summer aftemoon under the trees near the public 
fountain. A hazy blue view beyond railings on a raonntain 
pass, and the backs of a family enjoying it (with Lo, in a hot, 
happy, wild, intense, hopeful, hopeless whisper—“Look, the 
McCrystals, please, leFs talk to tiiem, please”—^let^s talk to 
them, reader!—^“please! TU do anything yon want, oh, 
please . . .”). Indian ceremoniał dances, stricBy commercial. 
ART: American Refrigerator Transit Company. Obvious 
Arizona, pueblo dwellings, aboriginal pfctogiaphs, a dinosaur 
track in a desert canyon, printed there thirty million years ago, 
when I was a child. A lanky, sńc-foot, pale boy with an active 
Adam's apple, ogling Lo and her orange-brown bare midriff, 
which I Idssed five minutes later, Jack. Winter in the desert, 
spring in the foothills, almonds in bloom. Reno, a dreary town 
in Nevada, with a nightlife said to be “cosmopohtan and 
maturę.” A winery in Califomia, with a church buflt in the 
shape of a winę barrel. Death VaIIey. Scott/s Castle. Works 
of Art collected by one Rogers over a period of years. The 
ugly yfllas of handsome actresses. R. L. Stevenson’s footprint 
on an extinct volcano. Mission Dolores: good title for booL 
Surf-carved sandstone festoons. A man having a lavish epileptic 
fit on the ground in Russian Gulch State Park. Blue, blue 
Crater Lakę. A fish hatchery in Idaho and the State Peniten- 
thr}’. Somber Yellow'Stone Park and its colored hot springs, 
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baby geyseis, rainbows of bubbling mud—symbols of my ^ 
Sion. A berd of antelopes in a wildlife refuge. Our hundredth 
C 3 vem, adnlts one doUar, Lolita fifty cents. A chateau bmlt 
by a Frencb marąness in NX). The Com Pałace in S^.; and 
the hnge heads of presidents caived in to-wering granite. The 
Bearded Woman lead our iingle and now she is no longer 
single. A zoo in Indiana where a large troop of monke^ lived 
on concrete replica of Chiistopher Columbus’ flagship. Bil- 
hbns of dead, or halfdead, fish-smeHing May fiies in eveiy 
window of e\'eiy eating place ah along a dreaiy sandy shore. 
Fat gulls on big stones as seen from the feny City of Cbe- 
boygan, •whose brown ■woolly smoke aiched and dipped o\'er 
the green shadow it cast on the aąuamarine lalce. A motd 
Yfhose yentilator pipę passed under the city sewer. Linco]n’s 
home, laigely spurious, with pailor boolcs and period funuture 
that most visiton reverently accepted as personal belongings. 

We had rows, minor and major. The biggest ones VK had 
took place: at Lacework Cabins, Virginia; on Park Arenue, 
Little Rock, near a school; on Milner Pass, 10,759 feet high, 
in Colorado; at the comer of Seventh Strert and Central 
Avenue in Phoenir, Arizona; on Third Street, Los Angeles, 
because the tickets to some studio oi otber were sold out; 
at a motel caUed Poplar Shade in Utah, where six pubescent 
trees were scarcely taller than my Lolita, and where she asked, 
i propos de rien, how long did I think we were going to liv'e 
in stuffy cabins, doing Sthy things together and never be- 
having hke ordinary people? On N. Broadway, Burns, Oregon, 
aimer of W. Washington, fecing Safeway, a grocery. In some 
little town in the Sun Vćdley of Idaho, before a brick hotel, 
pale and flushed bricks nicely mfaced, with opposite, a poplar 
playing its h‘quid shadows all over the local Honor Roli. In a 
sagę bmsh wildemess, beteeen Pinedale and Farson. Some- 
where in Ncbraska, on Main Street, near the First National 
Bank, established 1889, with a yiew of a radony Crossing in 
the %Tsta of the Street, and bejond that the wbite organ pipes 
of a multiple siło. And on McEwen St., comer of Wheaton 
A\-c^ in a Michigan town bearing his first name. 

We came to łmow the curious roadside spedes, Hitchhiking 
Man, Homo poUer of sdence, with all its many sub-species and 
forms: the modest soldier, spić and span, quietly waiting, qm- 
cu) con^'ous of khaki s \iatic appcal; the schoolbov wishing to 
go two blocks; the Idller wishing to go two thousand miles; the 
mystenous, nersous, elderly gent, with brand-new suitcase and 
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clipped mustache; a trio of optimistic Mericans; the coHege 
student displaying the grime of vacational outdoor work as 
proudly as the name of the famous college arching across the 
front of his sweatshirt; the desperate lady whose battery has 
just died on her; the clean-cut, glossy-haired, shifty-eyed, white- 
faced young beasts in loud shirts and coats, yigorously, almost 
priapically thrusting out tense thumbs to tempt lone womea 
or sadsack salesmen with fancy cravings. 

“Let’s take him,” Lo would often plead, rubbing her knees 
, together in a way she had, as some particularly disgusting poi 
lex, some man of my age and shoulder breadłh, with the face 
ź ciagues of an unemployed actor, walked backwards, practical- 
ly in the path of our car. 

Oh, I had to keep a very sharp eye on Lo, little limp.LoI 
Owing perhaps to cpnstant amorous exercise, she ladiated, de- 
spite her very childish appearance, some special languorous 
glow which threw garage fellows, hotel pages, yacatdonists, 
goons in luxurious cars, maroon morons near blued pools, into 
fits of concupiscence which might have tickled my pride, had it 
not incensed my fealousy. For little Lo was aware of that glow 
of hers, and I would often catch her coulant un regard in the 
direction of some amiable małe, some grease monkey, with a 
sinewy golden-brown forearm and watch-bracęleted wrist, and 
hardly had I tumed my back to go and buy this very Lo a 
lollipop, than I would hear ber and the fair mechanic burst 
into a perfect love song of wisecracks. 

When, during our longer stops, I would relax after a par¬ 
ticularly violent moming in bed, and out of the goodness of my 
lulled heart.allow her—indulgent HumI—to visit the rosę gar¬ 
den or children's library across the Street with a motor court 
neighboris plain little Mary and Mary’s eight-year old brother, 
Lo would come back an hour late, with barefoot Maty trailing 
far behind, and the little boy metamorphosed into two gan- 
gling, golden-haired high school uglies, all muscles and gonor- 
rhea. The reader may well imagine what I answered my pet 
when—^lather uncertainlyj I admit—she would ask me if she 
could go with Carl and Al here to the roher-skating rink. 

I remember the first time, a dusty windy aftemoon, I did 
let her go to one such rink. Cruelly she said it w'ould be no fun 
if I accompanied her, sińce that time of day was reserved for 
teenagers. We wiangled out a compromise: I remained in the 
car, among other (empty) cars with their noses to the canvas- 
topped open-air rink, where some fifty young people, many in 
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paiis, \veie endlessly rolling roand and round to mechanical 
musie, and the wind silvered the trees. DoBy wore blue jeans 
and wbite higli sboes, as most of tbe other girls did. I kept 
counting the revolutions of the rolling crowd—and suddenly 
she was missing, When she roHed past again, she was together 
with tfaree hoodlums whom I had heard analyze a moment be- 
fore the girl skaters from the outside—and jeer at a lovely leggy 
young tfaing who had anived clad in red shorts instead of those 
jeans or slacks. 

At inspection stations on highways entering Arizona or Cali- 
fomia, a policeman’s cousin would peer with such intensity at 
us that my poor heart wobbled. “Any honey?” be would in- 
quire, and eyery tnne my sweet fool giggled. I stiU have, vibrat- 
ing all along my optic nerve, visions of Lo on horseback, a link 
in the chain of a guided trip along a bridle trail; Lo bobbing at 
a waDdng pace, with an old woman rider in front and a lech- 
erous red-necked dude-ranchet behind; and I behind him, 
hating his fat flowery-shirted back even morę fervently than a 
motoiist does a slow track'on a mountain road. Or else, at a 
sH lodge, I would see her floating away from me, cdestial and 
soUtaty, in an ethereal chaiiiift, up and up, to a glittering sum- 
mit where laughing athletes stripped to the waist were waiting 
for her, for her. 

In whatever town we stopped I would inąuire, in my polite 
European way, anent the whereabouts of natatoriums, muse- 
ums, local schools, the number of children in the nearest school 
and so forth; and at school bus time, smiling and twitching a 
little (I discoYeted this fic nen"eux because cruel Lo was Sie 
first to mimie it), I would park at a strategie point, with my 
lagrant schoolgirl beside me in the car, to watch the children 
leare school—always a pretty sight TTiis sort of thing soon 
began to borę my so easfly bored Lolita, and, having a childish 
lack of sympathy for other people's whims, she would insult 
me and my desire to have her caress me while blue-eyed little 
branettes in blue shorts, copperheads in green boleros, and. 
blurrcd bojish blondes in faded slacks passed by in the sun. 

As a sort of compromise, I freely advocated whener^er and 
whcTci-er possible the use of swimming pools with other girl 
children. She adored brilliant water and was a remarkably 
smart dim. Comfortably robed, I would settle down in the 
rich post-meridian shade after my owm demure dip, and there I 
would sih with a dummy book or a bag of bonbons, or both, or 
nothing but my tingling glands, and watch her gambol, rubber- 
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capped, bepearled, smoothly tanned, as glad as. gn ad, in her 
trim-fitted satin pants and shiired bra. Pubescent sweetheart! 
How, sniugly would I marvel that sbe was minę, minę, minę, 
and revise the recent matitudinal swoon to the moan of the 
mouming doves, and devise the late aftemoon one, and slitting 
my sun-speared eyes, compare Lolita to wbatever other nymph- 
ets parsimonious chance collected around ber for my antho- 
logical delectation and judgment; and .today, putting my band 
on my ailing heart, I really do not think that any of them ever 
surpassed ber in desirability, or if tbey did, it was so two or 
tbree times at the most, in a certain light, with certain per- 
fumes blended in the air—once in the hopeless case of a pale 
Spanish child, the daughter of a heayy-jawed nobleman, and 
another time—^mafs je diyague. 

NaturaHy, I had to be always wary, fully realizing, in my 
lucid jealousy, the danger of those dazzling romps, I had only 
to tum away for a moment—to walk, say, a few steps in order 
to see if our cabin was at last ready after the moming change of 
linen—and Lo and Bebold, upon retuming, I would find the 
former, les yeux perdos, dipping and kicking her long-toed feet 
in the water on the stóne edge of which she loUed, while on 
either side of her, there crouched a brun adokscent whom 
her russet beauty and the quicksilver in the baby folds of her 
stornach were surę to cause to se toidie —oh Baudelairel—in 
recurrent-dreams for-months to come. 

I tried to teach her to play tennis so we might have morę 
amusements in common; but although I had been a good 
player in my prime, I proved to be hopeless as a teacher, and 
so, in Califomia, I got her to take a number of very expensive 
lessons with a famous coach, a husky, wrinkled old-timer, with 
a harem of bali boys; he looked an awful wreck off the court, 
but now and then, when, in the course of a lesson, to keep up 
the exchange, he would put out as it were an exquisite spring 
blossom of a stroke and twang the bali back to his pupil, that 
divine delicacy of absolute power madę me recall that, thirty 
years before, I had seen him iii Cannes demolish the great 
Gobertl Until she began taking those lessons, I thought she 
would never leam the gamę. On this or that hotel court I 
would drill Lo, and try to relive the days when in a hot gale, a 
daze of dust, and queer lassitude, I fed bali after bali to gay, 
innocent, elegant Annabel (gleam of bracelet, pleated wbite 
sldrt, black velvet hair band). With every word of persistent 
advice I would only augment Lo’s suUen fury. To our games, 
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oddly enough, sie prefeired—least, before -we reached Cali- 
fomia—formless pat bali appiosamations—morę baH hunting 
than actual play—with a Yrispy, weak, wonderfully pretty in an. 
ange gauche way coeval. A helpful spectator, I would go np to 
tłiat other chfld, and inhale her faint muslcy fragtance as I 
touched her forearm and held Ber knobby wrist, and push this 
way or that her cool thigh to show her the back-hand stance. 
In the meantime, Lo, bending forward, would let her sunny- 
brown curls hang forward as she stuclc her racket, like a crip- 
ple's stick, into the ground and emitted a tremendous ugh of 
disgust at my intnision. I would leave thein to their gamę and 
look on, comparing their bodies in motion, a silk scarf round 
my throat; this was in south Arizona, I think—and the days 
had a lazy lining of warmth, and awkward Lo would slash at 
the baH and miss it, and curse, and send a simulacrum of a 
sene into the net, and show the w’et glistening young down of 
her armpit as she biandished her lacket in despair, and her 
even morę insipid partner would dutifully rush out after e\’eTy 
bah, and retrieve nonę; but both were enjoying themselves 
beautifully, and in elear ringing tones kept the esact score 
of their ineptitudes aH the time. 

One day, I remember, I oflrered to bring them cold drinks 
from the hotel, and went up the gravel path, and came baćk 
with tv.n tali glasses of pineapple )uice, soda and ice; and then 
a sudden void within my chest madę me stop as I saw that the 
tennis court was deserted. I stooped to set down the glasses on 
a bench and for some reason, with a land of ic}' wri^ess, saw 
Charlotte’s fece in death, and I glanced around, and noticed 
Lo in wbite shorts receding through the specłded shadow of 
a garden path in the company of a tali man who carried two 
tennis lackets. I sprang after tibem, but as I was crashing 
through the shrubbery, I saw, in an dtemate vision, as if li{e's 
course constantly branched, Lo, in slacks, and her companion, 
in shorts, trudging up and donn a smali weedy area, and 
beating bushes with Óieir rackets in listless search for their 
last lost balL 

I itemize these sunny nothings mainly to pro%'e to my judges 
that I did e%'er}ihing in my pcm’cr to give my Lolita a really 
good time. How charming it w-as to see her, a child herself, 
showang another child some of her few accomplishments, such 
as for e.tample a spedal n-ay of jumping ropę. With her right 
band holding her Icft arm behind her untanned back, the lesser 
njmphet, a diaphanous darling, would be aH ej’es, as the pavo- 
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nine sun was all eyes on the gravel under the flowering trees, 
whfle in the midst of that oculate^paradise, my hedded and 
laffish lass skipped, repeating the movements of so many others 
I had gloated over on the sun-shot, watered, damp-smelling 
sidewalks and ramparts of ancient Europę. Presently, she 
would hand the ropę back to her little Spanish fóend, and 
watch in her tum the repeated lesson, and brush away the hair 
from her brow, and fold her arms, and step on one toe with 
the other, or drop her hands loosely upon her still unflared 
hips, and I would satisfy myself that the damned Staff had at 
last finished cleaning up our cottage; whereupon, flashing a 
smfle to the shy, dark-haired page girl of my princess and 
thrusting my fetherly fingers deep into Lo’s hair hom behind, 
and then gently but firmly clasping them around the napę of 
her neck, I would lead my reluctant pet to our smaU home for 
a quick connection before dinner. 

“Whose cat has scratched poor you?” A full-blown fleshy 
handsome woman of the repulsive type to which I was par- 
ticularly attractive might ask me at the 'lodge/' during a table 
d’hóte dinner followed by dancing promised to Lo. This was 
one of the reasons why I tried to keep as far away from people 
as possible, while Lo, on the other hand, w'ould do her utmost 
to draw as many potential witnesses into her orbit as she could. 

Śhe would be, figuratively speaking, wagging her tiny taił, 
her whole behind in fact as little bitches do—^while some grin- 
ning stranger accosted us and began a bright conversation with 
a comparative study of license plates. “Long way from home!” 
Inquisitive parents, in order to pump Lo about me, would sug- 
gest her going to a movie with their children. We had some 
close shaves. The waterfall nuisance pursued me of course in 
all our caravansaries. But I never realized how wafery their wali 
substance was untfl one evening, after I had loved too loudly, a 
neighbor's masculine cough filled the pause as clearly as minę 
would have done; and next moming as I was having breakfast 
at the mflk bar (Lx) was a late sleeper, and I liked to bring her a 
pot of hot coffee in bed), my neighbor of the eve, an elderly 
fool wearing plain glasses on his long yirtuous nose and a con- 
yention badge on his lapel, somehow managed to rig up a con- 
yersatlon with me, in the course of which he inquired, if my 
missus was like his missus a rather reluctant get-upper when 
not on the farm; and had not the hideous danger I was skirting 
almost suffocated me, I might have enjoyed the odd look of 
stuprise on this thin-lipped weather-beaten face when I drily 
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answered that I was thank God a widower. 

How sweet it was to bring that coSee to her, and then deny 
it nntfl she had done her moming daty. And I was such a 
thoughtful friend, such a passionate £ather, such a good pedi- 
atridan, attending to aH the wants of my little hubum bni- 
nette's bodyl My only grudge a^nst naturę was that I could 
ncit tum my Lolita inside out and apply voracious lips to her 
young matiix, her unknown heart, her nacreous liver, the sea- 
grapes of her lungs, her comely twin lddne}'s. On espedaHy 
tropical aftemoons, in the sticlcy closeness of the siesta, I liked 
the cool feel of armchair leather against my massive nalcedness 
as I held her in my lap. There she would be, a typical Idd 
picking her nose while engrossed in the lighter sections of a 
newspaper, as indifferent to my ecstasy as if it were something 
she had sat opon, a shoe, a doU, the handle of a tennis racicet, 
and was too indolent to remove. Her eyes would foUow the 
adventures of her favorite strip characters: there was one 
weh-drawn sloppy bobby'SOxer, with high cheekbones and 
angular gestures, that I was not above enjoying myself; she 
studied the photographic results of head-on coHisions; she 
nesTr doubted the reality of place, time and circumstance 
aHeged to match the publicity pictures of naked-thighed beau- 
ties; and she was curiously fescinated by the photographs bf 
local brides, some in fuli wedding apparel, holding bouąuets 
and wearing glasses. 

A fiy would settle and walk in the vicinity of her navel or 
explore her tender pale areolas. She tried to catch it in her fist 
{Charlotte's method) and then would tum to the column 
Lets Explore Your Mind. 

"Let’s explore your mind. Would sex crimes be reduced if 
children obej^ed a few don’ts7 Don't play around public toi- 
lets. Don’t fake candy or rides from stiangers. If picked up, 
mark down the hcense of the car.” 

“. . . and the brand of the candy,” I volunteered. 

She u'ent on, her cheek (recedent) against minę (pursu- 
ant); and this was a good day, mark, O readerl 

"If you don’t have a pencił, but are old enough to read —” 

“Wc,” I quip-quoted, ‘‘medie%’al mariners, have placed in 
this botde— 

“Ifshe repeatcd, “you don't have a pencil, but are old 
enough to read and write—this is what the guy means, isn’t 
it, you dope—scratch the number somehow on the roadside.” 

“With your little claws, Lolita.” 
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She had entereb my world, umber and blade Humberland, 
with.rash curiosity; she surveyed it with a shrug of amused dis- 
taste; and it seemed to me now that she was ready to turn away 
from it with something akin to plain repulsion. Never did she 
vibrate under my touch, and a strident “what d’you thinlc you 
are doing?” was all I got for my pains. To the wonderland I 
had to offer, my fool preferred the comiest movies, the most 
doying fudge. To think that betft’een a Hamburger and a 
Humburger, she would—invariably, with icy precision—^plump 
for the former. There is nothing morę atrociously cruel than 
an adored child. Did I mention the name of that milk bar I 
visited a moment ago? It ^vas of all things, The Frigid Queen, 
Smiling a little sadly, I dubbed her My Frigid Princess. She 
did not see the wistful joke. 

Oh, do not scowl at me, reader, I do not intend to convey 
the impression that I did not manage to be happy. Reader 
must understand that in the possession and thralldom of a 
nymphet the enchanted traveler stands, as it. were, beyond 
happinessi For there is no other bliss on earth comparable 
to that of fondling a nympheL It is hors concours, that bliss, 
it belongs to another class, another piane of sensitivity. De- 
spite our tiffs, despite her nastiness, despite all the fuss and 
faces she madę, and the vulgarity, and the danger, and the 
horrible hopelessness of it all, I still dweHed deep in my elected 
paradise—a paradise whose skies were the color of hell-flames 
—^but still a paradise. 

The able psychiatrist who studies my case—and whom by 
now Dr. Humbert has plunged, I trust, into a state of leporine 
fascination—is no doubt amcious to have me take my Lolita to 
the seaside and have me find there, at last, the "gratification” 
of a lifetime urge, and release from the “subconscious" obses- 
sion of an incomplete childhood romance with the initial little 
Miss Lee. 

Weil, comrade, let me tell you that I did look for a beach, 
though I also have to confess that by the time we reached its 
mirage of gray water, so many delights had already been grant- 
ed me by my traveling companion that the search for a 
Kingdom by the Sea, a Sublimated Riyiera, or whatnot, far 
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frotn being the impuke of the subconscious, bad become the 
rational purśuit of a purely theoretical tbrill. The angels knew' 
it, and arranged things accordingly. A \nsit to a plausible cove 
on the Atlantic side -was completely messed up by foul weather. 
A thićk damp slcy, muddy waves, a sense of boundless but 
somehow matter-of-fact mist—^what could be further reinoved 
from the crisp chann, the sapphire occasion and rosy contin- 
genc}' of my Riviera romance? A couple of semitropical beaches 
on the Gulf, though bright enough, weie starred and spat- 
tered by ■^•enomous beasties and s^'ept by hurricane rvinds. 
Finally, on a Califomian beach, facing the phantom of the 
Pacific, I hit upon some rather pei^^erse privacy in a h‘nd of 
a cave whence you could hear the shrieks of a lot of girl scouts 
taldng their first surf bath on a separata part of the beach, 
behind rotting trees; but the fog was hTce a wet blanket, and 
the sand was gritty and clammy, and Lo was all gooseBesh and 
grit, and for the first time in my life I had as little desire for her 
as for a manatee. Perhaps, my leamed readers may perk up if 
I tell them that e\-tn had we discovered a piece of sympathetic 
seaside somewhere, it would have come too bte, sińce my real 
liberation had occuned much earlier; at the moment, in point 
of fact, when Annabel Haze, alias Dolores Lee, alias Loleeta, 
had appeared to me, golden and brown, kneeling, loota'ng up, 
on that shoddy veranda, in a Idnd of fictitious, dishonest, but 
eminently satisfactory seaside arrangement {although there 
was nothing but a second-rate lakę in the neighborhood). 

So much for those special sensations, influenced, if not ac- 
tually brought about, by the tenets of modem ps}’chiatiy. Con- 
scqucntly, I tumed away—I headed my Lolita away—from 
beaches which were either too bleah when lone, or too pop- 
ulous when ablaze. How'e\’cr, in rccollection, I suppose, of my 
hopeless hauntings of public parks in Europę, I was still keenly 
intcrestcd in outdoor actibties and desirous of finding suitable 
playgrounds in the open where I had suffered such shameful 
primtions. Hcre, too, I was to be tliwarted. The disappoint- 
mcnt I must now register (as I gently grade my story into an 
cxprcssion of the continuous risk and dread that ran through 
my bliss) should in no wise reflect on the lyrical. epic, tragic 
but nei-er Arcadian American walds. Thcy arc beautiful, heart- 
rcndingly beauriful, those wilds. with a qualit%- of wnde-eycd, 
unmng, innocent surrender that my lacquercd, toy-bright 
Swiss nllagcs and cjchaustisTh' lauded Alps no longer possess. 
Innumerablc lorers have dipped and kissed on the trim turf 
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of old'World mountainsides, on the innerspring moss, by a 
bandy, by^enic rill, on rustic benches under tbe initialed 
oaks, and in so many cabanes in so many beech forests. But 
, in tbe Wilds of America tbe open-air lover mil not find it 
easy to indulge in the most ancient of all crimes and pastimes. 
Poisonous plants bura his sweethearfs buttocks, nameless in- 
sects Sting his; sharp items of the forest floor prick his foiees, 
insects .bers; and all around there abides a sustained nistle 
of potential snakes—gue dis-je, of semi-extinct diagonsl— 
while the crablike seeds of ferocious flowers cling, in a hideous 
green crust, to gartered black sock and sloppy wbite sock alike. 

I am exaggerating a little. One summer noon, )ust below 
timberline,’ where heavenly-hued blossoms that I wonld fain 
cali larkspur crowded aB along a purly mountain brook, we did 
find, Lohta and I, a secluded romantic spot, a bundred feet 
or so above the pass where we had left our car. The slope 
seemed untrodden, A last panting pine was taldng a weh- 
eamed breather on tbe rock it had reached. A marmot whistled 
at us and witbdrew. Beneath the lap-robe I had spread for Lo, 
dry floweiś crepitated softly. Venus came and went. The jagged 
cliff crowning the upper tolns and a tangle of shmbs growing 
below us seemed to offer ns protection from sun and man 
alike. Alas, I had not reckoned with a faint side trail that 
curled up in cagey fashion among the shmbs and rocks a few 
feet from us. 

It was then that we came closer to detection than ever 
before, and no wonder the experience curbed forever my yeam- 
ing for ruial amours. 

I remember the operation was over, all over, and she was 
weeping in my anns;—a salutoiy storm of sobs after one of the 
fits of moodiness that had become so freguent with ber in the 
course of that otherwise admirable yearl I had just retracted 
some sflly promise she had forced me to make in a moment of 
blind impatient passion, and there she was sprawling and sob- 
bing, and pinching my caressing band, and I was laughing 
happily, and the atrocious, unbelievable, unbearable, and, I 
suspect, etemal horror that I know now was still but a dot of 
blackness in the blue of my bliss; and so we lay, when with 
one of those jolts that have ended by knocking my poor heart 
out of its groove, I met the unbłinking dark eyes of two strange 
and beautiful children, faunlet and nymphet, whom their 
identical fiat daik hair and bloodless cheeks proclażmed siblings 
if not twins. They stood crouching and gaping at us, bolh in 

blue playsuits, blending with the mountain blossoms. I 
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plucked at the lap-robe for desperate concealment—and with- 
in the same instant, something.that looked like a polka-dotted 
pusbbaH among the undergrowth a few paces away, went into 
a tuming motion wbich was tiansfonned into the gradually, 
rising figurę of a stout lady wth a raven-black bob, who auto- 
matically added a wild lily to her bouąuet, while-staring over 
ber shonlder at us from behind ber lovely carved bluestone 
children. 

Now that I bave an altogether. different mess on my con- 
science, I know that I am a courageous man, but in tiiose 
da>'S I T;\-as not a\vare of it, and I remember being surprised by 
my own coolness. With tiie quiet murmured order one gh’es 
a sweatstained distiacted cringing trained animal even in the 
worst of plights (what mad hope or hate makes the young 
beast’s fianks pulsate, what black stars pierce the heart of the 
tamerl), I madę Lo get up, and we decorously walked, and then 
indecorously scuttled donm to the car. Behind it a nifty station 
wagon was parked, and a handsome Assyrian with a litUe blue- 
black beard, un monsieur tr^ bien, in sili: shirt and magenta 
slacks, presumably the corpulent botanisfs husband, was grave- 
ly taking the picture of a signboard gi\ing the altitude of the 
pass. It was well over 10,000 feet and I was quite out of 
breath; and with a scrunch and a slcid we drove off, Lo still 
struggling with her clothci and swearing at me in language 
that I ncrver dreamed little girls could know, let alone use. 

Therc were other unpleasant incidents. There was the mo\ie 
theatre once, for example. Lo at the time still had for the 
cinema a veritable passion (it was to decline into tepid con- 
desccnsion during her second high school year). We took in, 
Yoluptuously and indiscriminately, oh, I don’t kno\v, one 
hundred and fifty or two hundred programs during that one 
year, and during some of the dcnscr periods of mosie-going 
we saw many of the news-reek up to a half-a-dozen times sińce 
the same weekly one went with different main pictures and 
pursued us from town to town. Her favorite kinds were, in this 
order; musicals, underworlders, wcstemers. In the first, real 
singers and dancers had unreal stage careers in an essentially 
gricf-proof sphere of existencc wherefrom death and truth were 
banned, and where, at the end, whitc-haircd, de\%y-e}'ed, tech- 
nicaliy deathless, the initially reluctant father of a show-craz>' 
girl alwa\-s finishcd by applauding her apotheosis on fabulous 
; Broadway. The undcrworld was a world apart: there, heroic 
ncwspapcrmen were tortured, tclephone bills ran to billions, 
and, in a robust atmospherc of incompetent marksmanship 
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villains were ćhased througli sewers and storehouses by pathol- 
logically fearless cops (I was to give them less exercise). Final- 
ly theie was the mahogany kndscape, the fiorid-faced, blue-eyed 
rougbriders, the prim pretty schoolteacher amving in Roaring 
Gulch, the rearing hoKe, the ^ectacular stampede, the pistol 
thrust through the shivered windowpane, the stupendous fist 
fight, the crashing mountain of dusty old-fashioned fumiture^ 
the table used as a weapon, the timely somersault, the pinned 
hand still groping for the dropped bowie knife, the grunt, the 
sweet crash of fist against chin, the kick in the belly, the flying 
tackle; and immediately after a plethora of pain that would 
have hospitalized a Hercules (I should know by now), nothing 
to show but the rather becoming bruise on the bronzed cheek 
of the warmed-up hero embracing his gorgeous frontier bride. I 
remember one matinee in a smaE airless theatre crammed with 
children and reeldng with the hot breath of popcorn. The 
moon was yellow above the neckerchiefed crooner, and his 
finger was on his strumstring, and his foot was on a pine log, 
and I had innocently encircled Lo's shoulder and approached 
my jawbone to her tempie, when two harpies behind us started 
muttering the ąueerest things—I do not know if I understood 
aright, but what I thought I did, madę me withdraw my gentle 
hand, and of course the rest of the show was fog to me, 

Another jolt I remember is coimected with a little burg we 
were traversing at night, during our return foumey. Some 
twenty miles earlier I had happened to tell her that day the 
school she would attend at Beardsley was a rather high-class, 
non-coeducational one, with no modem nonsense, whereupon 
Lo treated me to one of those furious harangues of hers where 
entreaty and insult, self-assertion and double talk, vicious vul- 
garity and chfldish despair, were interwoven in an exasperating 
semblance of logie which prompted a semblance of explana- 
tion from me. Enmeshed in her wild words (swell chance . . . 
Td be a sap if I took your opinion seriously . . . Stinker . . . 
You can’t boss me ... I despise you . . . and so forth), I 
diove through the slumbering town at a fifty-mile-per-hour 
pace in continuance of my smooth highway swoosh, and a 
twosome of patrolmen put their spotlight on the car, and 
told me to puli over. I shushed Lo who was automatically 
raving on.-The men peered at her and me with maleyolent 
curiosity. Suddenly all dimples, she beamed sweetly at thera, 
as she never did at my orchideous masculinity; for, in a 
sense, my Lo was even morę scared of the law than I—and 
when the kind officers pardoned us and servilely we crawled 


cm, Ber eydids dosed and fluttered as she mimfcBed limp 
prostration. 

At this point I liave a cuiious cajnfession to make. You -wiH 
langB—but reaUy and trały I someBow never managed to find 
out quite cractiy wbat the legał sitnation was. I do not know 
it yet. Oh, I hare leamed a few odds and ends. Alabama pro- 
łdbits a guardian from changing the ward’s residence withont 
an order of the couit; Miimesota, to whom I take off my hat^ 
proddes that when a rełath-e assumes permanent care and 
custody of any chdd nnder fourteen, the authority of a court 
does not come into płay. Query: is the stepfather of a gaspingly 
adorable pubescent pet, a stepfather of onły one month’s 
standing, a neurotic widower of maturę 5 'ears and smali but 
independent means, with the parapets of Europa a dńnrce 
and a few madhcmses behind him, is he to be considered a 
relative, and thns a naturał gnardian? And if not, must I, and 
coułd I reasonably dare notify some Welfare Board and file a 
petition (how do you file a petition?), and hare a courfs 
agent investigate meek, fishy me and dangerous Dolores Haze?' 
The many books on marriage, lape, adoption and so on, that 
I guiltily consulted at the pubhc libraries of big and smaH 
towns, told me nothing be>'ond darkly insinuating that the 
State is the super-guardian of minor chfldren. Pilvin and 
Zapel, if I remembCT their names right, in an impressive vol- 
ume on the legał side of marriage, completely ignored step- 
fathers v.’ith motherless girls on their hands and knees. My 
best friend, a social senice monograph (Chicago, 1936), which 
uas dug out for me at great pains from a dusty storage recess 
by an innocent old spinster, said 'Thcre is no princaple that 
e\-ery minor must hare a guardian; the court is passrre and 
cnters the fray onły when the chnd's sitnation becomes con- 
spicuously pcrilous.” A guardian, I concluded, was appointed 
onły when hc esprcssed his solemn and formal desire; but 
months might elapsc before he was gńon nofa'ce to appcar at 
a hcaring and grow his pair of graj- wings, and in the meantime 
the fair dacmon child was legally left to her own derices which, 
aftcr all, was the case of Dolores Haze. Then came the hearing. 
A few qucsb'ons from the bench, a few reassuring answers from 
the attomcy, a smile, a nod, a light drizzlc ontside, and the 
appointment was madę. And still I dared noL Kccp away, be a 
rnouse, curl up in your hole. Courts bccame cztrasagantly ac- 
tńo only when thcre was some monetary ąucstion invol\od: 
two grcedy guardians, a robbed orphan, a third, still grecdier, 
party. But here all was in perfcct order, an inventory' lud bcen 
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madę, and her mother^s smali property was waiting untouched 
for Dolores Haze to grow up. The best pohcy seemed to be to 
refrain from any application. Or would some busybody, some 
Humane Sociefy, butt in if I kept foo ąuiet? 

Friend Farlow, who was a lawyer of sorts and ought to have 
been able to give me some solid advice, was too much occupied 
with Jean's cancer to do anything morę than what he had 
promised—^namely, to look after Charlotte’s meager estate 
while I recoyered very gradually from the shock of her death. I 
had conditioned him into believing Dolores was my natural 
child, and so could not expect him to bother his head about 
the situation. I am, as the reader must have gathered by now, a 
poor businessman; but neither ignorance nor indolence shoidd 
have preyented me from seeldng professional advice elsewhere. 
What stopped me was the awful feeling that if I meddled with 
fate in any way and tried to rationalize her fantastic gift, that 
gift would be snatched away like that pałace on the mountain 
top in the Oriental tale which vanished 'whenever a prospective 
owner asked its custodian how come a strip of sunset sky was 
clearly yisible from afar betv>;reen black rock and foundation. 

I decided that at Beardsley (the site of Beardsley College for 
Women) I would have access to works of reference that I had 
not yet been able to study, such as WoemeFs Treatise "On 
the American Law of Guardianship” and certain United States 
Children’s Bureau Publications. I also decided that anything 
was better for Lo than the demoralizing idleness in which she 
lived, I could persuade her to do so many things—their list 
might stupefy a professional educator; but no matter how I 
pleaded or stormed, I could never make her read any other 
book than ^e so-caUed comic books or stories in magazines 
for American females. Any literaturę a peg higher smacked to 
her of school, and though theorerically willing to en}oy A 
Girl of the Umbeilost or the Aiabian Nights, or Little Wom¬ 
en, she was quite surę she would not &itter away her "vaca- 
tion” on such highbrow reading matter. 

I now think it was a great mistake to move east again and 
have her go to that piiyate school in Beardsley, instead of 
somehow scrambling across the Mezican border while the 
scrambling was good so as to lie Iow for a couple of years in 
subtropical bliss until I could safely marry my little Creole; for 
I must confess that depending on the condition of my glands 
and ganglia, I could switch in the course of the same day 
from one pole of insanity to the other—from the thought that 
around 1950 I would have to get rid somehow of a difficult 
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label, a background, and a simulacnim, and, as presently will 
become elear, there was a reason, a rather zany reason, v/hy 
old Gaston Godin’s company would be particularly safe. 

Finally, tbere was the money ąuestion. My income was 
cracking under the strain of our joy-ride. True, I clung to tbe 
ebeaper motor conrts; but every now and then, there would be 
a loud hotel de luxe, or a pretentious dudę ranch, to mutilate 
our budget; staggering sums, moreover, were expended on 
' sightseeing and Lo's clothes, and the old Haze bus, although a 
still yigorous and very devoted machinę, necessitated numerous 
minor and major repairs. In one of our strip maps that has 
happened to survive among the papers which the authorities 
have so kindly allowed me to use for the purpose of writing my 
statement, I find some jottings that help me compute the fol- 
lowing. During that extravagant year 1947-1948, August to 
August, lodgings and food cost us around 5,500 doUars; gas, oil 
and repairs, 1,234, and various extras almost as much; so that 
during about 150 days of actual motion (we covered about 
27,000 milesl) plus some 200 days of interpolated standstiDs, 
this modest rentier spent around 8,000 doUars, or better say 
10,000 because, unpractical as I am, I have surely forgotten a 
number of items. 

And so we rohed East I morę devastated than braced with 
the satisfaction of my passion, and she glowing with health, 
her bi-iliac garland still as brief as a Iad’s although she had add- 
ed two inches to her stature and eight pounds to her weighL 
We had been everywhere. We had really seen nothing. And I 
catch myself thinking today that our long joumey had only 
defiled with a sinuous trail of slime the lovely, trustfol, dreamy, 
enonnous country that by then, in retrospect, was no morę 
to us than a cohection of dog-eared maps, ruined tour books, 
old tires, and her sobs in the m'ght—eveiy night, every night— 
the moment I feigned sleep. 
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When through decorations of light and shade, we drove up 
to 14 Thayer Street, a grave httle lad met us wth the keys and 
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a notę from Gaston -who had rented the tonse for ns. My Lo, 
without granting her new surroundings one glance, nnseeingly 
tnmed on tŁe radio to ■whicli instinct led her and ky down on 
the living room sofa witŁ a batcb of old mag arin es which in 
the same precise and blind manner she landed by dipping ber 
band into tbe netber anatomy of a lamp table. 

I reaBy did not mind wbere to dweb prov’ided I could locie 
my Lobte np somewhere; bnt I had, I suppose, in tbe course 
of my correspondence with \'ague Gaston, vaguely yisnalized a 
house of med brick. ActuaHy Qie place borę a dejected resem- 
blance to the Haze borne (a mere -400 miles distant): it was 
the same sort of dnU gray frame affair with a sbingled roof and 
duH green drill awnings; and the rooms, thongb smaller and 
fnmisbed in a morę consistent plusb-and-plate style, were ar- 
langed in much the same order. My study tnmed out to be, 
bowe\’er, a much larger room, lined from floor to ceiling with 
some two thousand books on chemistry which my landlord 
(on sabbatical leave for the time bcing) taught at Beardsle}- 
College. 

I had hoped Beardsley School for girls, an expensń*e day 
school, with lunch thrown in and a glamorous gymnasiura, 
would, while culthating aH those young bodies, prowde some 
formal education for their minds as web. Gaston Godin, who 
was seldom rigbt in his judgraent of American habitus, had 
wamed mc that the institution might tum out to be one of 
those where girls are taught, as he put it wath a foTeigneT’s lo^'e 
for such things: "not to speb very web, but to smeb \-ery web." 
I don't think they achie^od eron thaL 

At my first intervae^' with headmistress Pratt, she appnrved 
of my chfld's "nice blue ej-es" (bluel Lobtal) and of my own 
friendship with that "French genras" (a geniusl GastonI)— 
and then, haring tumed Doby over to a hliss Cormorant, she 
wrinkled her brow in a łdnd of reeueibement and said; 

"Ws are not so much concemed, Mr. Humbird, with hav- 
ing our students bccome bookwonns or be able to reel off ab 
riie capitals of Europę which nobody knows anjwny, or leam 
by hcart the dates of forgotten battles. What we are concemed 
s^ith is the adjustment of the child to group life. This is why 
yi^e stress the four D’s; Dramatics, Dance, Dcbating and Dat- 
ing. \Vc are confronted by certain facls. Your delightful Doby 
wb prescntly enter an age group where dates, da ring. datć 
dre^, datę book. datę criqnctte, mean as much to her as say, 
business, business conncctions, Isasiness success, rocan to jna, 
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or as much as [smiling] the happiness of my girls means to 
me. Dorothy Humbird is already involved in a whole system of 
social life which consists, whether we like it or not, of hot-dog 
stands, comer drngstores, malts and cokes, movies, sąuare- 
(^cing, blanket parties on beaches, and even hair-fi^g par- 
tiesl Naturally at Beardsiey School we disapprove of some of 
these actwities; and we rechannel others into morę construc- 
tive directions. But we do tiy to tum our backs on the fog 
and sąuarely face the sunshine. To put it briefly, while adopt- 
ing cerfain teaching techmąues, we are mo.re interested in 
communication than in composition. That is, with due respect 
to Shakespeare and others, we want our girls to commrmicate 
freely wilh the live world around them rather than plunge 
into musty old books. We are still groping perhaps, but we 
grope intelligently, like a gynecologist feehng a tumor. We 
think. Dr. Humburg, in organismal and organizational teims. 
We have done away with the mass of irrelevant topics that 
have traditionally been presented to young girls, leaving no 
place, in former d^s, for the knowledges -and the skills, and 
the attitudes they will need in managing their lives and—as 
the cynie might add—^the lives of their husbands. Mr. Hum- 
bersoą, let ns put it łhis way: the position of a star is im- 
portant, but the most practical spot for an icebox in the 
kitchen may be even morę important to the budding house- 
wife. You say. that all you expect a child to obtain from school 
is a sound education. But what do we mean by education? In 
the old days it was iń the main a yerbal phenomenon; I 
mean, you could have a child leam by heart a good encyclo- 
pedia and he or she would know as much as or morę than a 
school could offer. Dr. Hammer, do you realize that for the 
modem pre-adolescent child, medieval dates are of less vital 
value than weekend ones [twinkle]?—to repeat a pun that I 
heard the Beardsley college psychoanalyst permit herself the 
other day. We live not ordy in a world of thoughts, but also in 
a world of things. Words without expeTience are meamngless. 
What on earfh can Dorothy Hummerson care for Greece and 
the Orient with their harems and slaves?" 

This program rather appaDed me, but I spoke to two intel- 
ligent ladies v/ho had been connected with the school, and they 
affiimed that the girls did quite a bit of sound reading and that 
the "coimnunication” linę was morę or less ballyhoo aimed at, 
giving old-fashioned Beardsley School a financially remunera- 
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tive modem toucli, thou^ actuaHy it remained as prim as a 
prawu. 

Another leason attracting me to that ijarticular school may 
seem funny to some readers, but it was veiy importaat to me, 
for that is Óie way I am madę. Across our Street, exactly in front 
of our house, there was, I noticed, a pp of weedy wasteland, 
with some colorful bushes and a pile of bricks and a few scat- 
tered planks, and the foam of shabby mauve and chrome 
autumn roadside flowers; and through that pp you could see a 
shimmeiy section of School Rd, running paraDel to our 
Thayer St, and immediately beyond that, 5ie playpound of 
the school. Apart from the psychological comfort this generał 
anangement should afEord me by keeping Dolly's day adjacent 
to minę, I immediately foresaw the pleasure I would have in 
distinguishing from my study-bedroom, by means of powerful 
binoculars, the statistically inevitable perccntage of nymphets 
among the other girl children playing around Doby during 
tecess; unfortunately, on the sery first day of school, worfcmen 
aiTived and put up a fence some way down the pp, and in no 
time a construction of tawny wood maliciously arose beyond 
that fence utterly blodang my magie vista; and as soon as 
they had erected a sufficient amount of materiał to spoił 
everything, those absurd buildeis suspended theii work and 
never appeared again. 


5 


Ik k STREET cabed Thayer Street, in the residcntial green, fawm 
and golden of a mebow acadcmic towmlet, one was bound 
to have a few amiable fine-dayeis yelping at you, I pridcd my- 
self on the e.tact temperaturę of my rclations with them: nc\'er 
rude, alwa}^ aloof. My west-door neighbor, who might hare 
bcen a businessman or a cobege tcacher, or both, would speak 
to me once in a while as he barbered some late prden blooms 
or watered his car, or, at a later datę, defrosted his driyamy (I 
don’t mind if these verbs are ab wTong), but my brief grunh, 
just sufficicntly articulate to sound like conYentional assents or 
intenoptir^c pausc-fibers, preeluded any c\'olution toward 
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chumminess. Of the two houses flanldng the bit of scrubby 
Waste opposite, one was closed, and the other contained tsro 
professors of English, tweedy and short-haired Miss Lester and 
fadedly feminine Miss Fabian, whose only subject of briei 
sidewalk conyersation with me was (God bless their tactl) the 
young loyeliness of my daughter and the naive chaim of Gas* 
ton Godin. My east-door neighbor was by far the most dan- 
gerous one, a sharp-nosed stock character whose late brother 
had been attached to. the College as Superintendent of Build'^ 
ings and Grounds. I remember her waylaying-Dolly, while I 
stood at the living-room window, feyerishly awaiting my dar* 
ling^s return from school. The odious spinster, trying to con- 
ceal her morbid inquisitiveness under a mask of dulcet good- 
wiH, stood leaning on her slim umbreUa (the sleet had just 
stopped, a cold wet sun had sidled out), and Doiły, her brown 
ćoat, open despite the raw weather, her structural heap of 
books pressed against her stornach, her knees showing pink 
above her clumsy wellingtons, a sheepish frightened httle smile ' 
flitting over and off her snub-nosed face, which—owing per- 
haps to the pale wintry light—^looked ahnost plain, in a rustic, 
German, magdlein-like way, as she stood there and dealt with 
Miss Easfs ąuestions “And where is your mother, my dear? 
And what is your poor fatheFs occupation? And where did 
you live before?” Another time the loathsome creature ao- 
ćosted me with a welcoming whine—^but I evaded her; and 
a few days later there came from her a notę in a blue-margined 
enydope, a nice mńcture of poison and treacle, suggesting 
DoUy come oyer on a Sunday and curl up in a chair to look 
through the “loads oFbeautiful books my dear mother gaye me 
when I was a chfld, instead of haying the radio on at fuli 
blast tilł all hours of the m‘ght.” 

I had also to be careful in regard to a Mrs. Holigan, a char- 
woman and cook of sorts whom I had inherited with the 
■racuum cleaner from the preyious tenants. Doiły got lunch at 
school, so that this was no trouble, and I had become ad^t at 
proyiding her with a big breakfast and warming up the dinner 
that Mrs. Holigan prepared before leaying. That kindly and 
harmless woman had, thank God, a rather bleaiy eye that 
missed details, and I had become a great expert in bedmaking; 
but still I was continuously obsessed by the feeling that some 
fatal stain had been left somewhere, or that, on the rare occa- 
sions where Hohgan's presence happened to coincide with 
Lo’s, simple Lo might succumb to busom sympathy in the 
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water pipes. Upstairs he had a studio—^he painted a little, the 
old fraud. He had decoiated its sloping •wali (it was reaDy not 
morę than a garret) with large photographs of pensive Andrć 
Gide, Tchaikovslcy, Norman Douglas, two other well-laio^^-n 
Enghsh writers, Nijmsky (aH thighs and figleaves), Harold D. 
Douhlename (a misty-eyed left-wing professor of a Midwest- 
em uniyersity) and Marcel Proust. AB these poor people 
seemed ahout to fali on you from their inclined piane. He 
had also an album •with snapshots of all the Jaddes and 
Dickies of the neighborhood, and when I happened to thmnb 
through it and make some casual remark, Gaston would purse 
his fet lips and murmur with a 'wistful pout “Oui, Ss sont 
gentils.” His brown eyes would roam around the •various 
sentimental and artistic bric-a-brac present, and his own banał 
toiles (the conyentionally primiti^ye eyes, sliced guitars, blue 
nipples and geometrical designs of the day), and with a vague 
gesture toward a painted wooden bowl or yeined -yase, he 
would say “Prenez donc one de ces potes. La bonne damę 
cTen face m’en oSre plus que je n’en peux sayourer.” Or: 
"Mississe TaiHe Lorę yfent de me doimer ces dahlias, beHes 
fleurs gue fexŁcie” (Somber, sad, fuD of world-weariness.) 

For obyious reasons, I preferred my house to his for the 
games of chess we had two or three times weekly. He looked 
like some old battered idol as he sat with his pudgy hands in 
his lap and stared at the board as if it were a corpse. Wheezing 
he would meditate for ten minutes—^then make a losing move. 
Or the good man, afteir eyen morę thought, might utter: 
Au roił with a slow old-dog woof that had a gargling sound 
at the back of it which madę his jowls wabble; and then he 
would lift his circumflex eyebrows with a deep si^ as I 
pointed out to him that he "was in check himself. 

Sometimes, from where we sat in my cold study I could 
hear Lo's bare feet practicing dance techniąues in the living 
room downstairs; but Gaston's outgoing senses were com- 
fortably duDed, and he remained unayrare of those naked 
rhythms—^and-one, and-two, and-one, and-two, "weight trans- 
ferred on a straight right leg, leg up out to the side, and-one, 
and-two, and only when she started jumping, opening her legs 
at the height of the jump, and flering one leg, and ertending 
the other, and flying, and landing on her toes—only then did 
my pale, pompous, morose opponent rub his head or cheek 
as if confusing those distant thuds "with the awful stabs of my 
formidable Queen. 

166 


X. 


Somefcimes Lola wcmld sloućh in -wlifle "we pondered the 
board—and it 'was every tiine a treat to see Gaston, his 
dephant eye still fixed on his pieces, ceremoniously rise to 
sh^ hands wilh her, and forthwith release her limp fingeis, 
and without looldng once at her, descend again into his chair 
to topple into the trap I had laid for him. One day around 
Christmas, after I had not seen him for a fortaight or so, 
he ashed me “Et toutes vos SBettes, elles vont hien?” from 
which it became evident to me that he had multiplied my 
uniąue Lolita by the number of sartorial categories his down- 
cast moody eye had glimpsed during a whole senes of her 
appeaiances: blue jeans, a sldrt, shorts, a ąuilted robę. 

I am loath to dwdl so long on tiae poor fehow (sadly 
enough, a year later, during a voyage to Europę, from which 
he did not return, he got invoIved in a sale histoire, in Naples 
of aH placesl). I would have hardly aHuded to hhn at all had 
not his Beardslej' odstence had such a queer bearing on my 
case. I need him for my defense. There he was devoid of any 
talent whatsoever, a mediocre teacher, a worthless scholar, 
a gjum repulsive fat old inyert, highly contemptuous of the 
American way of lifc, triumphantly ignorant of the English 
language—there he was in priggish New England, crooned 
over by the old and caressed by the young—oh, ba\ing a 
grand time and fooling everybody; and here was I. 
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I AM Kow FACED with thc distastcful task of recording a 
definite drop in Lolita's morals. If her share in the ardois she 
kindled had ne\'er amounted to much, neither had pure lucre 
cver come to the fore. But I was weak, I was not wise, my 
school-girl nj-mphet had me in thrall. With thc human ele¬ 
ment dwindling, the passion, thc tendemess, and the torturę 
only inereased; and of this she took adrantage. 

Her wcckly allowance, paid to her under condiHon she 
fulfiU her basie obligations, was twent}’ one cents at the start 
of the Beardslej’ era—and went up to one dollar fivc beforc 
its cnd. This was a morę than generous arrangement sceing 
she constantly rcceiyed from me all kinds of smali presents 
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and had for the asking any sweetmeat or movie under the 
moon—althougłi, of course, I might fondly deraand an addi- 
tional Idss, or even a whole coUection of assorted caresses, 
when I knew she coveted very badly some item of juyenfle 
amusement. She was, however, not easy to deal with. Only 
.veiy listlessly did she eam her three pennies—or three nickeh 
—^per day; and she proved to be a cruel negotiator whenever 
it was in her power to deny me certain life-wrecking, stiange, 
slow paradisal philters uathout which I could not ]ive morę 
than a few days in a row, and which, because of the veiy 
naturę of ]ove's lahguor, I could not obtain by force. Know- 
ing the magie and might of her own soft mouth, she man- 
aged—during one school yearl—to raise the bonus price of a 
fency embrace to three, and even four bucks, O Readerl Laugh 
not, as you imagine me, on the very rack of joy noisily emitting 
dimes and quarters, and great big sflver dollars hke some 
sonorous, Jingly and wholly demented machinę yomiting 
riches; and ,in the margin of that leaping epilepsy she would 
firmly clutch a handful of coins in her little fist, which, any- - 
way, I used to pry open afterwards unless she gave me the slip, 
scrambling away to hide her loot. And just as every other day 
I would cruise aU around the school area and on comatose 
feet visit drugstores, and peer into foggy lanes, and listen to 
receding girl laughter in between my heart throbs and the 
feUing leaves, so every now and then I would burgle her 
room and scrutinize tom papers in the wastebasket with the 
painted roses, and look under the pillow of the virginal bed I 
had just madę myself. Once I found eight one-doUar notes in 
one of her books (fittingly —Tieasuie Island), and once a 
hole in the wali behind Whistler’s Mother yielded as much as 
twenty-four dollars and some change—say tu^enty-four sbety—■ 
which I ąuietly removed, upon which, next day, she aceused, 
to my face, honest Mrs.-, Holigan of being a filthy thief. 
Even^ally, she lived up to her I.Q. by finding a safer hoard- 
ing place which I never discovered; but by that time I had 
brought prices down draśtically by having her eam the bard 
and nauseous way permission to participate in the schDoks 
theatrical program; because what I feared most was not that 
she might min me, but that she might accumulate sufficient 
Cash to mn away. I believe the poor fierce-eyed chfld had 
figured out that v/ith a mere fifty dollars in her purse she 
might somehow reach Broadway or HoHyw^ood—or the foul 
kitchen of a diner (Help Wanted) in a dismal ex-prairie State, 
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with the wind bloning, and tihe stars blinldng, and tbe cars, 
and' the bars, and the bannen, and e^•erytłlmg soiled, tom, 
dead- 
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I rnn i.rsr best, your Honor, to taclde the problem of boys. 
Oh, I used even to read in the Beardslej’ Star a so-called Col- 
nmn for Teens, to find out how to behaveł 

A word to fathers. Don’t frighten away daughter^s friend. 
Maybe it is a bit hard for you tb realize that now the boys 
are finding her attractive. To you she is stall a little girl. To 
the boj-s she’s charming and fun, lovely and gay. Thej’ lihe 
her. Today you clinch big deals in an executive’s office, but 
yesterday you were just high-school Jim carr>'ing Jane’s 
school books. Remember? Don’t %'ou want your ^ughter, 
now that her tum has ćome, to be happy in the admiration 
and company of bo}'s she lilces? Don't you ^s•ant them to 
have wholesome fun together? 

WTiolesome fun? Good Lord! 

\\Tiy not treat the young fellou.-s as guests in your house? 
\’vTiy not make conversation with them? Draw them out, 
make them laugh and feel at case? 

Welcome, feDow, to this bordeho. 

If she breaks the rulcs don't explode out loud in front of 
her partner in crimc. Lct her take the brunt of your dis- 
plcasure in prisutc. And stop maldng the boys feel she's 
the daughter of an old ogre. 

First of all the old ogrc drew up a list under “absolutely 
ferbidden" and another under "reluctantly allowcd." Abso- 
lutcly foibidden were dates, single or double or triplc—the 
next step bcing of course mass orgy. She might sisit a candy 
bar Nsath her girl friends, and thcic gigglc-chat with oecasional 
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young maJes, whiie 1 waited in the car at a discreet distance; 
and I promised her that if her group were invited by a socially 
acceptable group in Butlei^s Academy for Boys for their an- 
nual bali (heavily chaperoned, of course), I migbt consider 
tbe ąuestion whether a girl of fourteen can don her first 
"fonnal” (a Idnd of gown that makes thin-anned teen-agers 
look hke flamingoes). Moreover, I promised her to throw a 
party at our house to which she would be allov/ed to invite her 
prettier girl friends and the nicer boys she would have met by 
that time at the Butler dance. But I was ąuite positive that as 
long as my regime lasted she would never, never be permitted 
to go with a youngster in rut to a movie, or neck in a car, 
or go to boy-^ parties at the houses of schoolmates, or in- 
dulge out of my earshot in boy-girl telephone conversations, 
even if “only discussing his relations with a friend of minę," 

Lo was enraged by all this—called me a lousy crook and 
worse—and I would probably have lost my temper had I not 
soon discovered, to my sweetest relief, that what really angered 
her was my depriying her not of a specific satisfaction but of a 
generał righL I was impinging, you see, on the conventional 
program, the stock pasfimes, the "things that are done," the 
routine of youth; for there is nothing morę conservative than 
a child, especially a girl-ch3d, be she the most .aubum and 
lusset, the most mythopoeic nymphet in October^s orchard- 
haze. 

Do not misunderstand me. I cannot be absolutely certain 
that in the course of the winter she did not manage to have, 
in a casual way, improper contacts with unknown young fel- 
lows; of course, no matter how closely I controlled her leisure,- 
there would constantly occur unaccounted-for time leaks with 
over-ełaborate explanations to stop thera up in retrospect; 
of course, my jealousy would constantly catch its jagged claw 
in the fine fabrics of nymphet falsity; but I did definitely 
feel—^and can now vouchsafe for the accuracy of my feeling— 
that there was no reason for serious alarm. I felt that way not 
because I never once discovered any palpable hard young 
throat to crush among the masculine mutes that flickered 
somewhere in the background; but because it was to me ''over- 
whelmingly obvious" (a favorite eipression with my aunt 
Sybfl) fet aH variefa’es of high school bo3'S—from'the per- 
spiring nincompoop whom “holding hands” thrills, to the 
self-sufficient rapist with pustules and a souped-up car— 
eąually bored my sophisticated young mistress. “AD this noise 
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about boys gags.me,” sbe bad scrawled on the inside of a 
schooiboo^ and underrieath, in Mona’_s band (Mona is due 
any tniuutc Bovr), tłiCTC vr 2 is thc sly cjuip^ ^Vlist about Rig* 

gei?” (due too). , ' • 

Faceless, tben, are tbe-cbappies I bappened to see in ber 
company. There v.-as for instance Red Sweater who one day, 
the day vre bad tbc fest snów—saw ber borne; from the parlor 
v.indov.- I observed them telking near our porcb. Sbe wore 
ber fest clotb coat witb a fur collaT; there was a smali brown 
cap on my farnrite bairdo—the fringe in front and the swirl 
at the sides and the natural cuils at die bacie—and ber damp- 
dark moccastns and wbite socks were morę sloppy tban e\'er. 
She pressed as usual ber books to ber ebest wbfle spealdng or 
bstening, and her feet gestured all the time: sbe would stand 
on ber left instep with her ligbt toe, remove it baekward, 
cross ber feet, rock sbghtly, sketch a few steps, and then start 
the series all om again. Tliere was Windbreaker who taBced 
to her in front of a restaurant one Sunday aftemoon wbile his 
mother and sister attempted to walk me away for a cbab 
I dragged along and looked back at my only love. Sbe bad 
des-eloped morę than one conventional mannerism, such as 
the polite adolescent way of showing one is bterally "doubled 
up” v.itb laughtCT by inclining one’s head, and so (as sbe 
sensed my caU), stiU feigning helpless merriment, sbe ssnlked 
baekward a couple of steps, and then faced about, and r^alked 
touard me with a fading smile. On the other band, I greatly 
likcd—perhaps because it reminded me of ber fest unfor- 
gcttable confession—her trick of sighing “oh dear!” in humor- 
ous nistful submission to fate, or emitting a long “no-o” in a 
decp almost growbng undertone wben the blow of fate bad 
sctuaHy fallen. Abm-e aH—sińce we are spealdng of morement 
and j-outh—I likcd to see ber spinning up and down Thayer 
Street on ber beautiful young bic>'cle: rising on the pedals 
to woik on them lustily, then sinldng back in languid posturę 
wbilc the speed wore itself oEE; and then sbe wonld stop at our 
mailbor and, stiU astridc, ■would fiip through a magazine sbe 
found there, and put it back, and piess ber tongue to one side 
of bcT upperlip and pusb off wtb ber foot, and apin sprint 
throuęb pale shade and sun. 

On tbc whole sbe secmed to me better adapted to ber sur- 
roundinęs tban I bad hoped sbe -n-ould be when considering 
mj- 'pailcd slai,-c<bild and tlie banalcs of dcmeanor sbe na!velv 
abected the winlcr before in Califomia. Altbougb I could 
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never get used to the constant śtate of ansiety in wBicli the 
guilty, the great, the tenderhearted live, I felt I was doing 
my test in the way of mimiciy. As I lay on my narrow studio 
bed after a session of adoration and despair in LoIita*s cold 
bedroom, I used to review the concluded day by checking 
my own image as^ it prowled rather than passed before the 
mind's red eye. I wtcbed dark-and-handsome, not un-Celtic, 
probably high-chnrch, possibly very high-chnrch. Dr. Hmn- 
bert see his daughter oS to school. I watched him greet with 
his slow smile and pleasantly aiched thick black ad-eyebrows 
good Mt$. Holigan, who smeHed of the plague (and would 
head, I knew, for master's gin at the first opportunity). With 
Mr. West, retired executioner or writer of religious tracts— 
who cared?—I saw neighbor whafs his name, I fiiink they are 
French or Swdss, meditate in his frank-windowed study over 
a typewriter, rather gaunfe-proSed, an ahnost Hitlerian cow- 
lick on his pale brow. Weekends, wearing a well-tailored over- 
coat and browm głoves, Professor H. might be seen with his 
daughter stroUing to Walton Inn (femous for its violet- 
ribboned china bunnies and chocolate boxes among which you 
sit and wait for a “table for two” sfcOl filthy with your pred- 
ecessoFs crumbs). Seen on weekdays, around one 
salutihg with dignity Arguseyed East while maneureiing the 
car out .of the garage and around the damned evergreens, and 
down onto the slippery road. Raising a cold eye from book to 
clock in the positively sultry Beardsley College hbrary, among 
bulky young women caught and petrified in the cjverflow of 
human knowledge. WaBdng across the campus with the col¬ 
lege clergyman, the Rev. ifegger (who also taught Bibie in 
Beardsley School). “Somebody told me her mother was a 
cdebrat^ actress Idlled in an airplane accidenL Oh? My 
mistake, I presume. Is that so7 I see. How sad.” (Sublimating 
her mother, eh?) Slowly pushing my little pram tbrough the 
labyiinth of the supermarket, in the wake of Professor W., 
also a slow-moving and gentle widow’er with the eyes of a 
goaL Shoyeling the snów in my shirt-sleeves, a yoluminous 
black and white’ muffler around my neck. Following with no 
show of rapacious hastę (even taking time to wipe my feet on 
the mat) my school-gjrl daughter into the house. Talnng 
DoUy to the dentist—^pretty nurse beaming at her—old ma^- 
zin.es —^ne monttez pas vos zhambes. At dinner with DoUy in 
town, Mr. Edgar H, Humbert was seen eating his steak in 
the Continental knife-and-fork manner. Enjoying, in dupHcat^ 
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B concertt two inaible-faced, becalmed Fienclłineii sitting ride 
by side, with Monsieur H. H.’s mnsical little g^l on ba 
£ather’s ri^t, and the musical litde boy of Professor W. 
{father spenSng a hygienic evening in Providence) on Mon- 
sieur G. G.’s lefL Opening the garage, a sąuare _of light that 
engulfs the car and is ettinguished. Brightiy pajamaed, jerk- 
ing down the window shade in DoU/s bedroom. Saturday 
moming, unseen, solemnly weighing the winter-bleached lassie 
in the bathroora. Scen and heard Sunday monung, no church- 
goer after all, saying don’t be too late, to Doby who is bound 
for tiie covered court Letting in a ąueeily obser\nnt school- 
mate of Dob/s; "First time rve seen a man -wearing a smok¬ 
ing jacket, sir—except in movies, of contse,” 


9 

Her girl nuEims, whom I had looked fornard to meet, 
pro\-ed on the whole disappointing. There was Opal Some- 
thing, and Linda Hall, and A\ts Chapman, and E^’a Rosen, 
and Mona Dahl (saw one, ab these names are approjdmations, 
of course). Opal was a bashful, formless, bespectacled, be- 
pimpled crcature who doted on Doby who bubied her. With 
Linda Hab the school tennis champion. Doby played singles 
at least twice a week: I suspect Linda was a tme njmphet, 
but for some unknown reason she did not come—^was per- 
haps not abowed to come—to our house; so I recab her only 
as a flash of natural sunshine on an indoor court. Of the rest, 
nonę bad any claims to njinphetry except Esn Rosen. Asis 
Tius a plump lateial chOd with hairy legs, włule Mona, though 
bandsome in a coarse sensual way and ordy a year older tban 
my aging roistress, had obwously long ceased to be a njmpbet, 
if sbc CN^er had bwn one. E\’a Rosen, a displaced little person 
from France, was on the other hand a good eiample of a not 
stnTdngly bcautiful chfld les-caling to perspicacious arna* 
tcur some of the basie elements of nymphet diarm, such as 
a perfect pubescent figurę and Hngering eyes and high chcck- 
^ncs. Her gloss^- rapper hair had Lolita’s sibdness, and the 
łcatures of ber delicate milb’*wbitc face with pink lips and 
łilvcrfish cj-clashcs were less‘foiy Sian those of ber likes—■ 
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the, great elan of intra-racial redheads; nor did slie sport their 
green uniform but wore, as I remember her, a lot of black or 
cherry, dark—a veiy smart black puHoyer, for instance, and 
high-heeled black shoes, and gamet-red fingemail polish. I 
spoke French to ber (much to Lo’s disgust). The child's 
tonalities were still admirably pure, but for school words and 
play words she resorted to current American and then a slight 
Brooklyn accent would crop up in her speech, which was 
amusing in a little Pawian who went to a select New England 
school with phoney British aspirations. Unfortunately, despite 
"that French kid’s uncle” being "a millionaire,'' Lo dropped 
Eva for some reason before I had had time to enjoy in my 
modest way her fragrant presence in the Humbert open 
house, The reader knows what importance I attached to hav- 
ing a bevy of page girls, consolation prize nymphets, around 
my Lolita. For,a while, I endeavored to interest my senses 
in Mona Dahl who was a good deal around, especiaUy during 
the spring term when Lo and she got so enthusiastic about 
dramatics. I have often wondered what secrets outrageously 
treacherous Dolores Haze had imparted to Mona while blurt- 
ing out to ine by urgent and well-paid reąuest various really 
incredible details conceming an aflEair that Mona had had 
with a marinę at the seaside. It was characteristic of Lo that 
she chose for her closest chum that elegant, cold, lascivious, 
ezperienced young female whom I once heard (misheard, Lo 
swore) cheerfuHy say in the hallway to Lo—^who had re- 
marked that her (Lo’s) sweater v/as of virgin wool: “The only 
thing about you that is, kiddo . . /' She had a curiously husky 
Yoice, artificiaUy waved duh dark hair, earrings, amber-brown 
prominent eyes and luscious hps. Lo said teachers had remon- 
strated with her on her loading herself with so much costume 
jewelry. Her hands trembled. She was burdened with a 150 
I.Q. And I also knew she had a treraendous chocolate-brovm 
mole on her womanish back which I inspected the night Lo 
and she had wom low-cut pastel-colored, vaporous dresses for 
a dance at the Butler Academy. 

I am anticipating a little, but I cannot help ranning my 
memory aH over the keyboard of that school year. In meeting 
my attempts to find out what kind of boys Lo knew. Miss 
Dahl was elegantly evasive. Lo, who had gone to play tennis 
at Lind?’s country club had telephoned she mightbe a fuli half 
hour late, and so, would I entertain Mona who was coming 
to practice with her a scene from The Taming of the Sbiew. 
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Using aH the modulatioiłs, aH the aHuie of mamier aBd vojce 
she BBS capable of and staring at me Bńth perłiaps—codd I 
be mistaken?—a faint ^eam of ctystaHine irony, beautiful 
Mona repUed: "Weil, sir, the £act is DoHy is not much con- 
cemed with mere boys. Fact is, we are rwals. She and I have 
a crush on the Reverend Rigger.” {This was a joke I have 
already mentioned that gloomy g ian t of a man, with the jaw 
of a faoise: he was to borc me to near murder with his im- 
pressions of Switzeiknd at a tea party for parents that I am 
onable to place correctiy in terms of time.) 

How had the bali been? Oh, it had been a rioL A what? A 
panie. Terrific, in a word. Had Lo danced a lot? Oh, not a 
frightful lot, just as much as she could stand. What did she, 
languorous Mona, think of Lo? Sir? Did she think Lo was 
doing wen at school? Gosh, she certainly was quite a lad. But 
her generał behasior was —? Oh, she was a sweE kid. But 
sbll? “Oh, she’s a doTl,” conduded Mona, and sighed abruptly, 
and picked up a book that happened to lie at band, and wiÓi 
a change of expression, falsely furrowing ber brow, inąńired: 
"Do tell me about Bali Zack, sir. Is he really that good?” She 
moved up so close to my chair that I madę out through lotions 
and creams her uninteresting skin scent A sudden odd thought 
stabbed me: was my Lo playing the pimp? If so, she had found 
the WTong substitutc. Avoiding Mona’s cool gazę, I talked 
literaturę for a minutę. Then DoUy arris^ed—and slit ber pale 
ej’es at ns. I left the two friends to their own devices. One of 
the latticed squares in a smaH cobwebby casement window 
at the tura of the staircase was glazed with ruby, and that 
law wound among the unstained rectangles and its asymmetri- 
cal posibon—a knighfs mo\'e from the top—alwasB strangely 
disturbed me. 


10 

So^ipniEs ... Come on, how often eractl}'. Bert? Gan you 
mcaU fouT, fir-c, morę such occasions? Or would no human 
icart have suniwd two or threc? Sometimes (1 have nothing 
to say m rcply to jnur quesb'on), whflc Lolita would be hap- 
«xardJy prepanng her homewotk, suddng a pencil, biling 
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sideways ia an easy chair with both legs over its ann, I would 
shed all my pedagogie restiaint, dismiss aH our ąoarrels, forget 
all my masculine pride—and literally crawl on my knees to 
your chair, my Lolitaf You would give me one look—a gray 
furry ąuestion mark of a look: “Oh no, not again” (incredulity, 
exasperation); for you never deigned to helieye that I could, 
viithout any specific designs, ever crave to bury my face in your 
plaid skirt^ my darlingl The fragility of those bare arms of 
yours—^how I longed to enfold them, aD your four limpid loye- 
ly limbs, a folded colt, and take your head between my un- 
worthy hands, and puli the tempie skin back on bodi sides, 
and kiss your chinesed eyes, and—'Tulease, leaye me alone, 
will you,” you would say, “for Chrisfs sake leaye me alone.” 
And I would get up from the floor while you looked on, your 
face deliberately twitching in imitation of my tic nerveux. 
But never mind, never mind, I am only a brutĄ neyer mind, 
Ict us go ón with my miserable story. 


One Monday forenoon, in December I think, Pratt asked 
me to come over for a talk. DoU/s last report had been poor, 
I knew. But instead of contenting myself with some such 
plausible explanation of this summons, I imagined aH sorts 
of horrors, and had to fortifiy myself with a pint of my "pin” 
before I could face the interyiew. Slowly, all Adam's apple and 
heart, I went up the steps of the scaSold. 

' A huge woman, gray-haired, frowsy, with a broad fiat nose 
and smali eyes behind black-rimmed glasses—^“Sit down,” 
she said, pointing to an infoimal and humiliating hassock, 
while she perched with ponderous spryness on the arm of an 
oak chair. For a moment or two, she peered at me with smiling 
curiosity. She had done it at our first meeting, I recalled, but I 
could afford then to scowl back. Her eye left me. She lapsed 
into thought—^probably assumed. Making up her mind she 
rubbe<^ fold on fold, her dark gray flannel słart at the knee, 
disp^ng a tracę of chalk or something. Then she said, still 
rubbing, not looldng up; 

Let me ask you a blunt ąuesHon, Mr. Haze. You are an 
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old-fasWoned Continental father, aren’t yon?” ^ . 

"Wiy, no,” I said, "conservati\'e, pernaps, but not wnat 

yon 'wonld caD old-fashioned. -i j 

Sbe si^ed, frowned, tben clapp^ her big plomp hands 
togetber in a lefs-get-down-to-business nnanner, and again 
fcced her beady eyes upon me. , c 

"Doiły Haze," sbe said, "is a lovely cbfld, but the onset ot 
serual maturing seems to gh’e her trouble. 

1 bcroed sbphtly. What else conld I do? 

"Sbe is stiU sbuttling,” said Miss Pratt, sbowing bow witb 
her bver-spotted hands, "between the anal and gem'tal zones 
of devdopment Basically sbe is a lovely —** 

“I beg your pardon,” I said, “what zones?” 

"Thafs the old-fasWoned European in youl” cried Pratt 
ddhering a slight tap on my wrist rratch and suddenly dis- 
closing her deńtnres. "ĄIl I mean is that biologie and psy¬ 
chologie drir'es—do you smółce?—^are not fused in DoUy, 
do not fah so to speak into a—^into a rounded pattem.” Her 
hands held for a moment an invisible melon. 

"Sbe is attiactiye, bright though careless” (breathing 
hearily, without lea\ing ber perch, the woman took time out 
to look at the Iovely (±ild’s report sheet on tihe desie at her 
right), “Her marks are getting worse and worse. Now I won- 
der, Mr. Haze—” Again the Mse meditation. 

"Weil,” sbe went on ydlb zest, “as for me, I do smoke, and, 
as dcar Dr. Pierce used to say: Pm not proud of it but I jeest 
loie iL” Sbe lit up and the smoke sbe ezhaled from her nos- 
trils yias like a pair of tusks. 

“Lct me give )*ou a few details, it won’t take a moment 
Now let me sec frummaging among her papers]. She is defiant 
tonard Miss Reacock and impossibly rude to Miss Cormorant 
Now herc is one of our special research reports: Enjojes sing- 
ing with group in class though mind seems to wander. Crosses 
her knees and uags left leg to rhjihm. T>pe of by-words: a 
t^'o-hundred-fort)'-ts\'o word area of the commonest pubescent 
slang feneed in by a nnmbcr of obriously European poljajd- 
labiw. Sighs a good deal in class. Let me see. Yes. Now comes 
the last wcck in November. Sighs a good deal in dass. Chews 
^m whcmcntly.JDoes not bite her nails though if she did,. 
this would_ conform better to ber generał pattem—scientfi- 
caliy spcsldng. of course. Menstroaton, according to the sub- 
)cct sięu established. Belongs at present to no church or- 
pnu-abon. By the way, Mr. Haze, her mother was—? Oh, I 
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see. And you are—? Nobody’s business is, I suppose, God's 
business. Something else we wanted to feow. Sbe bas no 
regular borne duties, I understand. Maldng a princess of your 
Doby, Mr, Haze, eb? Weil, wbat else have we got bere? 
Handles boolcs gracefuUy. Voice pleasanŁ Giggjes lalber often. 
A little dreamy. Has private jokes of ber own, transposing for 
instanće tbe first letters of some of ber teacbers’ names. Hąir 
bgbt and dark brown, lustrous—^well [laugbing] you are aware 
of that, I suppose. Nose unobstructed, feet higb-nrcbed, eyes— 
let.me see, I had bere somewbere a still morę recent report 
Aha, bere we are. Miss Gold says DoII}^s tennis foim is est- 
cellent to superb, even better than Linda Hall's, but cońcen- 
tration and point-accumulation are Just “poor to fair.” Miss 
Connorant caimot decide whether Doiły bas exceptional 
emotional control or nonę at all. Miss Horn reports sbe—I 
mean, DoUy—cannot verbalize ber emotions, while according 
to Miss Cole Dob/s metabobc effieiency is superfine. Miss 
Molar thinks Doby is myopic and sbould see a good ophthal- 
mólogist, hut Miss Redcock insists that the girl simnlates 
eyestrain to get way with scholastic incompetence. And to con- 
clude, Mr. Haze, our researcbers are wondering about some- 
tbing reaby crucial. Now I want to ask you sometbing. I want 
to know if your poor wife, or yourself, or anyone else in the 
famfly—I understand sbe bas several aunts and a matemal 
gran^ther in Califomia?—oh, hadf—Fm sorry—^web, we 
ab wonder if anybody in tbe famfly bas instructed Doby in 
the process of mammalian reproduction. The generał im- 
pression is that fifteen-year-old Doby remains moAidly unin- 
terested in sexual matters, or to be exact, represses ber curiosity 
in order to save ber ignorance and self-dignity. Ab ligbt— 
fourteen. You see, Mr. Haze, Beardsley School does not be- 
beve in bees and blossoms, and storks and love birds, but it 
does bebeve veiy strongly in preparing its students for mutuafly 
satisfactory mating and successftfl cbfld rearing. We fed Doby 
could make ezcebent progress if only sbe would put ber mind 
to ber Work. Miss CormoranFs report is significant in that 
respecL Doby is inclined to be, mfldly speddng, impudent 
But ab feel that primo, you sbould have your femily doctor 
tell ber the facts of life and, secundo, that you abow ber to 
enjoy the company of ber schoolmates' brothers at tbe Junior 
Club or in Dr. Riggeris organization, or in the lovely homes 
of our parents.” 

“Sbe may meet boys at ber own lovely borne,” I said. 
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•1 hope she will,” said Pratt buoyanfly. "When we qu^ 
tioned her about ber troubles, Doby refused to tocuss the 
borne situation, but we have spolcen to some of ber friends 
and really—web, for erample, we insist you un-veto ber non- 
participation in the dramatic group. You just must abow ber 
to tabe part in The Hunted Encbanters. Sbe Vfss sucb a per- 
fect bttle nympb in the try-out, and sometime in spring the 
anthor wib stay for a few ^ys at Beardsley Cobege and 
attend a rehearsal or two in our new auditorinm. I tnean it is 
ab part of the fun of being yonng and abve and beautiful. You 
must understand—” 

"I always thougbt of myself,” I said, "as a veiy understand- 
ing father.” ■ 

"Oh no doubt, no doubt, but Miss Coimoiant thinbs, and 
I am incbned to agree with ber, that Doby is obsessed by 
sexual thoughts for whicb sbe finds no onflet, and wib tease 
and martyrize other girls, or even our younger instructors be- 
cause they do have innocent dates wiói boys.” 

Shrugąed my shoulden. A sbabby ómigiś. 

"Let us put our two heads together, Mr. Haze. What on 
carth is wrong with that chfld?” 

“Sbe seems quite nonnal and happy to me,” I said (dis- 
aster coming at last? was I found out? had they got some byp- 
noh'st7), 

‘'\\Tiat worries me,” said Miss Pratt looldng at her watch 
and starting to go over the whole subject again, "is that both 
teachen and schoohnates find Doby antagonistic, dissatisfied, 
caęey—and e\’er)’body wonders wby you are so finnly opposed 
to ab the natural recreations of a noimal chil3.” 

'Do you mean sex play?” I ashed jauntfly, in despair, a cor- 
ncred old rat. 


‘Web, I ccrtainly wcicome this ciwbized terminology,” said 
Pratt uith a grin, "But this is not quite the point Under the 
auspices of Beardsley School, diamatics, dances and other 
natural actirities are not technicaby sex play, though girls 
do^mcet bo)-5, if that is what jnu object to.” 

"Ab right,” I said, my hassoch ochaling a weary sigh. ‘Tou 
wn. Shc can tahe part in that play, Prowded małe parts are 
fciitcn by fcmale parts.” 

"I am aknj-s fasdnatcd,” said Pratt, "by the admirable way 
torcięnrrs^r at Icast naturalized Americans—usc onr rich 
Lanęuage. Pm surę Miss Gold, who conducts the play group, 
Mb be OYcqo)-ed. I notice shc is one of the feu- teachen that 
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seem to lilce—I mean who seem to find DoUy manageable. 
This talces care of generał topics, I guess; now eomes a special 
matter. We are in trouble again.” 

Pratt paused truculently, then rubbed ber mdex finger under 
ber nostrils with sucb vigor tbat ber nose performed a kind 
of war dance, 

“Fm a frank person,” sbe said, 'Taut conventions are con- 
yentions, and I find it dificult... Let me put it this way ... 
The Walkers, who bve in what we caU around beie the Duke’s 
Manor, you know the great gray house on the bill—they send 
their two girls to onr scbool, and we have the niece of Presi- 
dent Moore with us, a really gracious chfld, not to speak of a 
number of other prominent children. WeH, under the cir- 
cumstances, it is rather a ]‘olt when DoUy, who looks Iflce a 
little kdy, uses words which you as a foreigner probably simply 
do not Imow or do not understand. Perhaps it might be better 
—Would you like me to have DoUy come up here right away 
to discuss things? No? You see—oh weH, leFs have it out 
Doiły bas written a most obscene four-letter word which our 
Dr. Cutler teHs me is low-Mexican for urinal with her lipstick 
on some health pamphlets which Miss Redcock, who is get- 
ting mąnied in June, distributed among the girls, and we 
thought she should stay after hours—another half hour at 
leasŁ But if you like—” 

“No,” I said, “I don't want to interfere with rules. I shall 
talk to her laten I shaU thrash it out.” 

“Do,” said the woman rising from her chair arm. “And per¬ 
haps we can get together again soon, and if things do not 
improve we might have Dr. Cutler analyze her.” 

Should I many Pratt and strangle her? 

“... And perhaps your family doctor might like to examine 
her physically—just a routine check-up. She is in Mushroom— 
the łast classroom along the passage.” 

Beardsley School, it may be ejcplained, copied a famous 
prls’ school in En^nd by having “traditional” m'cknames for 
its yarious classrooms: Mushroom, Room-In 8, B-room, Room- 
BA and so on. Mushroom was^smelly, with a sepia print of 
Reynolds' “Age of Innocence” above the chalkboard, and 
sevetal rows of dumsy-loolang pupil desks. At one of these, 
my Lolita was reading the chapter on “Dialogue” in Bakei^s 
Dramatic Technigue, and aH was veiy ąuieb and there was 
another girl with a very naked, porcelain-white neck and won- 
derful platinum hair, who sat in front reading too, absolutely 
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lost to the World and inteiminably wdnding a soft cnrl aroand 
one 6nget, and I sat beside Doiły just bebind tiiat neck and 
that bair, and unbuttoned my overcoat and for sixty-five cents 
plus the pennission to paiticipate. in the scbool play, bad 
Doby put ber in^, cbaBcy, red-łamclded band nnder tbe desk. 
Ob, stupid and recldess of me, no doubt, but after the torturę 
I bad been subjected to, I simply bad to take adyantage of 
a combination tbat I knew would never occur again. 


12 


AnotWD Chmstmas sbe caught a bad cbbl and was esamined 
by a friend of Miss Lester, a Dr. Use Tiistramson (hi, Use, you 
were a dear, nninquisitive soul, and you toucbed my dove very 
gendy). She diagnosed broncbitis, patted Lo on the back (all 
its bloom erect becausc of the fe\’er) and put bet to bed fot 
a weck or longer, At first sbe “ran a temperaturę” in American 
parlance, and I could not resist flie exquisite caloricitj’ of un- 
cxpected delights—Venus febriculosa—though it was a very 
languid Lolita tbat moaned and coughed and sbńnred in my 
cmbracc. And as soon as sbe was well again, I threw a Party 
with Boys. 

Perhaps I bad drunk a bttle too mncb in preparation for the 
ordcal. Perhaps I madę a fool of mysdf. The guls bad dec- 
oiated and plugged in a smaH fir tree—German custom, carcept 
that colored bulbs bad superseded wax candles. Records were 
choscn and fed into my landlord '5 pbonograpb. Chic Doby 
wore a nice gray dress with fitted bodice and flared skirt. Hum- 
ming. I relircd to my study upstairs—and then erery ten or 
bsenh' minutes I would come down like an idiot just for a 
fcw scconds; to pick up ostensibly my pipę from the mantel- 
piccc or bunt for the newspapcr, and with e\‘ery ncw sasit 
thesc simple actions became barder to perform, and I was 
rcmindcd of the dreadfuby distant dara wben I used to brace 
mwdf to casuaby cntcr a room in the Ramsdale house whcrc 
littlc Carmen was on. 

party was not a success. Of tbe tbree girls inrited, one 
did not come at ab, and one of the boya brougbt his cousin 
Roy, so then: was a sup=xfluit\- of twn boya, and the cousins 
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knew aH the steps, and the other fellows could liardly dance 
at all, and most of the evening was spent in meśsing up the 
Idtchen, and then endlessly jabbering about what card gamę 
to play, and sometime later, two girls and four boys sat on 
the floor o£ the living room, with all Windows open, and played 
a Word gamę wWch Opal could not be madę to understand, 
while Mona and Roy, a lean handsome lad, diank ginger ale 
in the kitchen, sitting on the table and dangling their legs, 
and hotly discussing Predestination and the Law of Averages. 
After they had all gone my Lo said ugh, closed her eyes, and 
dropped into a chair with all four limbs starfished to express 
the utmost disgust and exhaustion and swore it was the most 
reyolting bunch of boys she had ever seen. I bou^t her a new 
termis racket for that remark. 

January was humid and warm, and February fooled the for- 
S3ihia: nonę of the townspeople had ever seen such weather. 
Other presents came tumbling in. For her birthday I bought 
her a bicycle, the doe-like and altogether charming machinę 
already mentioned—and added to this a History of Modem 
American Pafnting: her bicycle manner, I mean her approach 
to it, the hip movement in mounting, the grace and so on, 
afforded me supreme pleasure; but my attempt to refine her 
pictorial taste was a feilure; she wanted to know if the guy 
noon-nappmg on Doris Lee's hay was the father of the pseudo- 
Yoluptuous hoyden in the foreground, and could not under¬ 
stand why I said Grant Wood or Peter Hurd was good, and 
Reginadd Marsh or Frederick Waugh awfuL 



By THE TIME spring had touched up Thayer Street with yellow 
and green and pih^ LoHta was irrevocably stage-struck. Pratt, 
whom I chanced to notice one Sunday lunching with some 
people at Walton Inn, caught my eye from afar and went 
through the motion of sympathetically and discreetly clapping 
her hands whOe Lo was not looldng. I detest the theatre as 
being a primitive and putrid form, historicaUy speaking; a 
fonn that smacks of stone-age rites and communal nonsense 
despite those indiyidual injections of genius, such as, say 
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Elizabethan poetry wbicb a doseted leader antomatiraTly 
pumps out of the stu5. Being mucb occupied at the time 
■ęrith my own literary labois, I did not botŁer to read the com- 
plete tert of The Enchanted Hunters, the pTaylet m which 
Dolores Haze Y/as assigned the part of a faimer^s daughter 
who imagines herself to be a woodland witch, or Diana, or 
something, and v«ho, having got hołd of a book on hypnotism, 
plunges a number of lost hunters into various entertaining 
trances before faHing in her tom nnder the speh of a vagabond 
poet (Mona Dahl). That much I gleaned from bits of 
crumpled and poorly typed script that Lo sowed aH over the 
house. The coincidence of the title ■with the name of an nn- 
forgettable inn r^•as pleasant in a sad little way: I -wcarily 
thought I had better not bring it to my own enchantręss’s 
nobce, lest a brazen accusation of mawkishness hnrt me eyen 
morę than her failure to notice it for herself had done. I as- 


sumed the plardet was iust another, practicaTly anonymous, 
TCrsion of some banał legend. Nothing prm-ented one, of 
course, from supposing that in quest of an attracti\'e name the 
foundcr of the hotel had been immediately and solely in- 
flucnccd by the chance fantasy of the second-rate mnralist be 
had hired, and that snbseqncntly the hoteVs name had sug* 
gcsted the play's titlc. Bnt in my credulons, simple, bene\'olent 
mind I happencd to twist it the other way round, and with- 
out ghing the whole mattcr much thought really, supposed 
that mural, name and title had all been derived tiom a com- 
mon sourcc, from some local tiadition, which I, an alien 
unsn^cd in Neu' England lorę, would not be supposed to 
know. In conscqucnce I was nnder the impression (ah this 
qutte casually, you undcrstand, ąuitc outside any orbit of 
importancc), that the accursed playlet belonged to the ty^pe 
of whirnscy for iusonile consumption, ananged and rearranged 
many times, such as Hanscl and Gretel by Richard Roe. or 
The Sleeping Bcauty by Dorothy Doe, or The Empero/s New 
Clofhcs by Maurice Ycrmont and Marion Rumpclmcyer— 
aH this to be found in any Plays for School Actors or Lct’s 
Harc a Playf In other words. I did not know—^and would not 
has-e carcd, if I did—that actually The Enchanted Hunters 
n-as 3 ąuitc rcccnt and tcchnically original composition which 
had been produced for tbc first time only three or four months 
ago by 3 hiebbrow group ;n New YotI-JTo me—inasmuch as 
I could judge from my channcr’s part—it scemed to be a pretty 
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dismal kind of fancy worl^ with echoes from Lenonnand and 
Maeterlinck and various ąuiet British dreamers. The red- 
capped, uniformly attired hunters, of which one was a banlcer, 
another a plumber, a third a policeman, a fourth an undei- 
taker, a fifth an underwriter, a sixth an escaped convict (you 
see tbe possibilitiesl), went througb a complete change of 
mind in 0011/s Dell, and remembered their real lives only as 
dreams or nightmares from which little Diana bad aroused 
them; but a seventh Hunter (in a green cap, the fool) was a 
Young Poet, and he insisted, much to Diana's annoyance, 
that she and the entertainment provided (dancing nymphs, 
and elves, and monsters) were bis, the PoePs, invention. I 
understand that finally, in utter disgust at this cocksureness, 
barefooted Dolores was to lead check-trousered Mona to the 
patemal farm behind the Perilous Forest to prove to the brag- 
gard she was not a poefs fancy, but a rustic, down-to-brown- 
earth lass—and a last-minute biss was to enforce the pla/s 
profound message, namely, that mirage and reality merge in 
love. I considered it wiser not to criticize the thing in front 
of Lo; she was so healthily engrossed in “problems of ex- 
pression,” and so chaimingly did she put her narrow Floren- 
tine hands together, batting her eyelashes and pleading witii 
me not to come to rehearsals as some ridiculous parents did 
because she wanted to dazzle me with a perfect First Night— 
and because I was, anyway, always butting in and saying the 
wrong thing, and cramping her style in the presence pf other 
people. 

There was one very special rehearsal . . . my heart, my 
heart , . , there was one day in May marked by a lot of gay 
flurry—it all rohed past, beyond my ken, immune to my mąnn- 
ory, and when I saw Lo next, in the late aftemoon, balancing 
on het bike, pressing the palm of her hand to the damp bark 
of a young birch tree on the edge of our lawn, I was so struck 
by the radiant tendemess of her smile that for an instant I 
believed all our troubles gone. "Gan you remember,” she said, 
“what was the name of that hotel, you know [nose puckered], 
come on, you know—^with those wbite columns and the 
marble swan in the lobby? Oh, you know [noisy exhalation of 
breath]—the hotel where you raped me. Okay, sldp it. I mean, 
was it [ahnost in a whisper] The Enchanted Hunters? Oh, it 
was? [musingly] Was it?”—^and -with a yelp of amorous vemal 
laughter she slapped the glossy b‘ole and tore uphfll, to the 
end of the Street, and then rode back, feet at rest on stopped 
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pedals, posturę relaied, one hand dreaming-in her piint- 
fiosrered lap. 


14 

Because rr stepposedly tied up -uith her interest in dance 
and dramatics, I had permitted Lo to talce' piano lessons with 
a Miss Emperor (as v:e French scholars may conveniently caU 
her) to whose blue-shuttered little white house a mile or so 
bc>-ond Bcardsley Lo would spin oS turice a weeh. One Friday 
night toward th'e end of May (and a week or so after the A^ery 
special rehearsal Lo had not had me attend) the telephone 
in my study, ■where I ryas in the act of mopping up Gustave’s— 

I mean Gaston’s—^king’s side, rang and Miss Emperor asked 
if Lo vras coming next Tuesday because she had missed last 
Tuesda/s and today’s lessons. I said she v.-ould by all means— 
and n-ent on with the gamę. As the reader may weH imagine, 
my faculties were now impaired, and a move or two later,, 
witli Gaston to play, I noticed through the film of my generał 
distress that he could collect my quecn; he noticed it too, 
but tliinking it might be a trap on the part of his trickj' op- 
ponent, he dcmurred for quite a minutę, and puffed and 
whccTcd, and shook his jowls, and es-en shot furth’e glances at 
mc, and madę hcsitating half-thrusts with his pudgfly bunched 
fingcrs—d)ing to take that juicy qnccn and not daring— 
and ah of a sudden he swoopcd down upon it (who knows if 
it did not tcach him ccrtain later audacitics?), and I spcnt a 
dreaiy hour in achiesing a draw. Hc finished his brandy and 
prcsenUy lumbercd away, quite satisfied with this result (mon 
pamTc ami, fc nc stjus ai famais rerm et guoiqu'ii y aft faicn peu 
de chance quc tous smicz mon Iótc, pcrmcttez-moi de vous 
dirc quc fc vous scrre la main hien cordialement, et gne 
toufes mes fillettcs vous salucnt). I found Dolores Haze at the 
Idlchcn tnblc, consuming a wrdge of ple, with her cyes fized 
on her script, Thtn- rosę to mect minę with a łńnd of celestial 
supidity. She remaincd singularly unruHed when confronted 
with my dhco\Tiy, and said d"un petit air faussement contrit 
thst fhc kncnv she was a vcrs’ wicked kid, but simply had not 
bccn ablc to resist the enchanlmcnt, and had uscd up those 
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musie hours—O Reader, My Readerl—^in a nearby pnblic park 
' rehearsing the magie forest scene with Mona. I said “fine”— 
and stalked to iŁe telephone. Mona’s mother answered: "Oh 
yes, she^s in” and retreated with a motheds neutral laugh of po- 
lite pleasure to shout off stage "Roy caUingl” and the veiy next 
- moment Mona rustled up, and forlhwith, in a Iow monotonoas 
; not untender voiee started berating Roy for something he had 
said OT done and I interrupted her, and presently Mona was 
saying in her humblest, seriest contralto, "yes, sir,” “snrely, 
sir,” "I am alone to blame, sir, in this unfoitanate business,” 
(what elocutionl what poisel) “honest, I feel very bad abont 
it”—and so on and so forth as those little harlots say. 

So downstairs I went clearing my throat and holding my 
hearŁ Lo was now in the living room, in her favorite over- 
stuffed chair. As she sprawled there, biting at a hangnad and 
moeldng me with her heartless yaporons eyes, and aH tibe time 
roddng a stool upon whieh she had placed the heel of an 
outstretched shoeless foot, I percewed aH at onee with a sick- 
ening qualm how much she had changed sińce I fiist met her 
two years ago. Or had this happened duiing those last two 
weeks? Tendresse? Surely that was an explod^ myth. She sat 
right in the focus of my rncandescent anger. The fog of all 
lust had been swept away Ieaving nothing but this dreadful 
Incidity. Oh, she had changedl Her complexion was now that 
of any yulgar untidy highschool girl who applies shared cos- 
metics with grabby fingers to an unwashed face and does not 
mind what sofled testure, what pustulate epidermis comes in 
contact with her skin. Its smooói tender bloom had been so 
lovely in foimer daj^ so bri^t with tears, when I used to 
roH, in play, her tonsled head on my knee. A coarse fiush had 
now replaced that innocent-fluorescence, What was locaUy 
known as a "rabbit cold" had painted with fl a m ing pihk the 
edges of her contemptuous nostrils. As in terror I lowered my 
gazę, it mechanicaUy slid along the underside of her tensely 
stretched bare thigh—^how polished and muscnlar herlegs had 
grownl She kept her wide-set eyes, clouded-^lass gray .and 
slightJy bloodshot, fized upon me, and I saw the stealthy 
thought showing through them that perhaps after all Mona 
was right, and she, oiphan Lo, could ezpose me without getting 
penalized henelf. How wrong I was. How mad I wasi Eyery- 
thing about her was of the same ezaspeiating impenetrable 
order—^the strength of her shapely legs, the dirty sole of her 
wbite sock, the thick sweater she wore despite the closeness of 
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the room, lier vrencty smeTl, and espedally the dead end of ber 
fece w-ith ib strange flusb and freshly made-up lips. Some ot 
the red had left stains on ber front teeth, and I was struck by a 
gbastly recoUcction—the evoked image not of Moniąue, but 
of anotber young prostitufce in a beb-honse, ages ago, wbo had 
been snapped up by somebody else before I had time to decide 
whether ber mere yonth warranted my risking some appalling 
disease, and wbo had jnst sucb flushed prominent poi^ettes 
and a dead maman, and big front teeth, and a bit of dingy red 
ribbon in ber country-brown bair. 

"Web, speak,” said Lo. “Was the coiroboiation satisfao- 
tory?” 

“Oh, yes,” I said. ‘Terfect Yes. And I do not doubtyon two 
madę it up. As a matter of fact, I do not doubt yon have told 
ber e\’etyÓiing about us." 

“Oh, j-ah?" 

I controUed my bieath and said: ‘TDolores, tbis must stop 
rigbt away. I am ready to yank you out of Beardsley and lock 
you up yon know where, but tbis must stop. I am ready to take 
you wsy the time it takes to pack a suitease. Tbis must stop 
ot else anything may happen.” 

“Anjthing may happen, hub?" 

I snatchc^ away the stool sbe was rocking witb ber heel 
and ber foot fell witb a thud on tbe floor. 

“Hcy," she cried, “take it easy.” 

“First of all you go upstairs,” I cried in my tum,—and 
simultancously grabbed at ber and puUed ber up. From that 
moment, 1 stopped restaining my \-oice, and we continued 
ycUing at cacb other, and sbe said unprintable things. Sbe said 
sbc loathed mc. She madę monstious faces at me, inflating ber 
ebeeks and producing a diabobcal plopping sound. Sbe said I 
bad attempted to wolate ber scveral times wben I was ber 
molbcds roomer. Sbe said sbc was surę I had murdered ber 
motbcT. Sbc said sbc would sleep witb tbe very first fellow 
wbo asked ber and I could do notbing about iL I said sbe rsas 
to go upstairs and sbow mc aH ber hiding places. It was a 
strident and hatcful sccne. I held ber by ber knobby wrist 
and sbc kept turoing and twisting it tbis way and that, sur- 
r^^bously tnang to find a wtak point so as to wTcncb hersclf 
5 t 3 f3vor3bie moment, but I beld her (juite bard and in 
facl burt ber ratber badly for which I hope my heart may 
rot. snd oncc or tswce sbe jerked ber arm so riolentl)’ that I 
jcarcd ber wńst migbt snap, and aH the wbilc sbc stared at me 
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with those unforgettable eyes where cold anger and hot teais 
struggled, and our voices were drowning the telephone, and 
wLen I grew aware of its ringing she instantly escaped. 

With people in movies I seem to share the services of the 
machina telephonica and its sudden god. This time it was an 
irate neighbor. The east window happened to be agape in the 
liying room, with the blind mercifully down, howeyer; and 
behind it the damp black m*ght of a sour New England spring 
had been breathlessly listening to us. I had always thought 
that type of haddocky spinster with the obscene mind was 
, the result of considerable literary inbreeding in modem fiction; 
but now I am convinced that prade and pmrient Miss East— 
or to explode her incognito, Fenton Lebone—had been 
probably protmding three-quarter-way from her bedroom wiń- 
dow as she strove to catch the gist of our ąuarrel. 

. This racket . . . lacks all sense of . . ąuacked 
the receiver, “we do not live in a tenement here. I must 
emphatically ...” 

I apologized for my daughtei^s friends being so loud, Young 
people, you know—and cradled the next ąuack and a half. 

Downstairs the screen door banged. Lo? Escaped? 

Through the casement on the stairs I saw a smali impetuous 
ghost slip through the shrabs; a silvery dot in the dark—hub 
of bicycle wheel—^moved, shiyered, and she was gone. 

It so happened that the car was spending the night in a 
repair shop downtown. I had no olher altemative than to 
punsue on foot the winged fugitive. Even now, after morę than 
three years have heaved and elapsed, I cannot yisualize that 
spring-m'ght Street, that already so leafy Street, without a gasp 
of panie. Before Óieir lighted porch Miss Lester was prom- 
enadihg Miss Fabian’s dropsie^ dackel. Mr. Hyde almost 
knocked it over. Walk three steps and run three. A tepid rain 
started to drum on the chestnut Ieaves. At the nerf: comer, 
pressing Lolita against an iron rafling, a blurred youth held 
and kissed—no, not her, mistake. My talons stOl tingling, I 
fiew on. 

Half a mile or so east of number fourteen, Thayer Street 
tangles with a priyate lane and a cross Street; the latter leads 
to fte town propen in front of the first drugstore, I saw—^with 
v/hat melody of reliefl—^Lolita’s fair bicycle waiting for her. I 
pushed instead of pulling, puBed, pushed, pulled, and entered. 
Look outi Some ten paces away I^lita, through the glass of a 
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telcphonebooth (membranous godstąi with us), capping the 
tubc, confidentially buncbed over it, slit ber eyes at tumed 
awy vnth ber tieasure, humedly bung up, and walted out 

wth a flourisb. «i 

‘Tried to reacb you at borne," sbe said bngbuy. A peat 
dedsion bas been madę. But first buy me a drink, Dad.” 

Sbe watcbed the listless pale fountain girl put in the ice, 
pour in the coke, add the cherry syrup—-and my beart 'was 
bursting with low-acbe. That childisb wrist My los'ely cbild. 
You h 3 ve a lovely cbild, Mr. Hnmbert. We always admire ber 
as sbe passes Mr. Pim uratched Pippa sucb in tbe eon- . 
coction. 

/'ai toujouTS admiió Teswne ormonde du subJime Dnbli- 
nojs. And in the meantime the rain bad become a voluptuous 
shoT^-cr. 

"Look," sbe said as sbe rode the bike beside me, one foot 
sciaping the darldy glistening sidewalk, ‘^ook, Tyc decided 
something. I Y-ant to lca\’e sebool. I bate that sebool. I bate 
the play, I rcaUy do! Never go back. Find another. Leave at 
oncc. Go for a long trip again. But tbis time weTl go wherever, 
I aanb tvon't we?" 

I nodded. My Lobta, 

"I cboose? Cest entendu?" sbe asked wobbbng a little be- 
sidc mc. Used Frencb only when sbe was a very good Uttle girl. 

“Okay. Entendu. Now bop-hop-bop, Lenore, or you’lI get 
soaked." (A storm of sobs was filling my ebest) 

She bared ber tecth and after ber adorable scbool-girl fasb- 
ion, leancd forY,ard, and away sbe spęd, my bird. 

Miss Lesteds finely groomed band held a porch-door open 
for a waddling old dog gui prenait son tewps. 

was Y-aiting for mc near Bie gbostly birebtree. 

"I am drenched,” sbe declared at tbe top of ber voice. "Aie 
you glad? To heD nath the play! See what I mean?” 

An imisible hag^s daw slammed donm an upper-fioor nan- 
dow. 

In OUT hallnay, ablarc with welcoming ligbts, my Lolita 
peeled off her ss\-catcr, sbook ber gemmed bair, strctched 
lo^ards me two barć arms, raiscd one knee: 

“Cany mc upstairs, plcase. I fccl sort of romaubc to-nigbt" 

It may intciest ph}-siolpgists to Icam, at tbis point, that I 
the abibt^'—^a most singular case, I presume—of shedding 
torrenls of tears tbroughout the other tempesL 
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The brakes were relined, the waterpipes unclogged, the 
valves ground, and a number of other repairs and improve- 
ments were paid for by not very mecbąaically-mmded but 
pnident papa Hmnbert, so tbat ńie late Mrs. Humberfs car 
was in respectable shape when ready to undertabe a new 
joumey. . ' . , 

We had promised Beardsley School, good old Beardsley 
School, that we would be back as soon as my Hollywood en¬ 
gagement came to an end (uiventive Humbert was to be, I 
hinted, chief consoltant in the production of a film dealing 
with “esistentiabsm,” stiU a hot thing at the time). Actually 
I was toying with the idea of gently tricWing across the Mex- 
ican border—I was braver now than last year—and there de- 
ciding what to do with my little concubine who was now skty 
inches tali and weighed ninety pounds. We had dug out our 
tour books and maps. She had tiaced our route with immense 
zest. Was it thanks to those theatricals that she had now out- 
grown her juyenile jaded airs and was so adorably keen to 
explore rich reality? I esperienced the queer lightness of 
dreams that pale but warm Sunday moming when we aban- 
doned Professor Chem's puzzled house and spęd along Main 
Street toward the four-lane highway. My Love’s striped, black- 
and-white, cotton frock, faunty Wue cap, white socks and 
brown moccasins were not quite in keeping with the large 
beautifully cut aquamarine on a silver chalnlet, which gemmed 
her throat: a spring rain gift from me. We passed tte New 
Hotel, and she lau^ed. “A penny for your thoughts," I said 
and she stretched out her palm at once, but at that moment 
I had to apply the brakes rather abruptly at a red light As we 
piiDed np, another car came to a gliding stop alongside, and 
a veiy stiśdng looking, athletically lean young woman (where 
had I seen her?) with a high complexion and shoulder-length 
brilHant bronze hair, greeted Lo with a ringing “Hil"—and 
then, addressing me, effusively, ednsiydy (placedl), stressing 
certain words, said. “What a sbame it was to fear DoUy away 
feom the play—^you should haye beaid the author raving about 
her after that rehearsal —” "Green light, you dope,” said Lo 
under her breath, and simultaneously, waying in bri^t adieu a 
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ban^ed ann, Jean of Arc (in a performance we saw at Je local 
theatre) violently ontdiskncói os to svi’er\’e into Campus 

A^•e^ue, ' „ 

"Who was it esactly? Yennont ot Rumpełmeyer? 

“No—Edusa Gold—the gal who coaches ns.” 

“I was not referring to her. Who esacHy concocted ftat 


“Ohl Yes, of course. Some old woman, Clare Something, I 
guess. Tfaere was quite a crowd of them there.” 

“So she complimented you?” 

“Complimented my eye—she Idssed me on my ptrre brow” 
—and my darling emitted that new yelp of meniment which 
—pcihaps in connection with hei theatiical mannerisms—^she 
had lately begun to affecL 

“You are a funny creature, Lolita,” I said— ot some snch 
words. "Naturally, I ara o%’erioyed you ga\’e up that absurd 
stage business. But what is curious is that you dropped the 
whole thing only a week before its natural climax. Oh, Lolita, 
you should be careful of those surrenders of yonis. I remember 
you gavc up Ramsdale for camp, and camp for a Joyride, and 
I could list other abrupt changes in your disposition. You most 
be careful. There are łhings that should ne%’erbe gi\'en up. You 
must perse>-erc. You should try to be a little nicer to me, 
Lolita. You should also watch your diet. The tour of your 
thigh, you know, should not cxceed strventeen and a half 
inches. Morę might be fatal (I was Iddding, of course). We 
arc now setting out on a long happy joumej'. I remember—" 



I as a child in Europę ^oating over a map of 

Noith America that had "Appalachian Mountains” boldly 
ninning fiom Alabama up to New Brunswick, so that the 
w.lolc region thc}' rpanned—Tennessee, the Yiiginias, Penn- 
bania New "iork, Yermont, New Hampshire and Mainc, 
to my imagination as a gigantic Switzerland or cr'en 
luĄ ail mcuntain. glorious diamond peak upon pcak, giant 
^nners, !c montapaid 6nicrd in his bcar skin glory. and 
c.;s tjgri! goldi^mithi, and Red Indians under the catolpas. 
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That it all bofled down to a measly suburban lawn and a 
smoking garbage incinerator, was appaUing. FarewĄ Appa- 
kchial Leaving it, we crossed Ohio, the three States beginning 
with "I," §nd Nebraska—ah, the first whiff of the Westl We 
traveDed very leisurely, having morę than a week to reach 
Wace, Continental Divide, where she passionately desired to 
see the Ceremoniał Dances marldng the seasonal opening of 
Magie Cave, and at least three we^ to reach Elphinstone, 
gem of a western state where she yeamed to climb Red Rock 
from which a maturę screen star had recently jumped to her 
death after a drunken row with her gigolo. 

Again we were welcomed to wary motels by means of in- 
scriptions that read: 

“We wish you to feel at home while here, AD eąuipment 
was carefuUy checked upon your arriyal. Your license number 
is on record here. Use hot water sparingly. We reserye the 
right to eject without notice any objectionable person. Do not 
throw Waste materiał of any kind in the toilet bowł. Thank 
you. Cali again. The Management. P.S. We consider our 
guests the Finest Peopłe of the World.” 

In these frightening płaces we paid ten for twins, flies 
queued outside at the screenless door and successfuDy scram- 
bied in, the ashes of our predecessois stilł łingered in the ash- 
trays, a woman’s hair łay on the piłłow, one heard one’s neigh- 
bor hanging his coat in his cłoset, the hangers were ingeniously 
fixed to their bars by coils of wire so as to thwart theĄ and, in 
crowning insułt, the pictures above the twin beds were iden- 
ticał twins. I ałso noticed that commerciał fashion was chang- 
ing. There was a tendency for cabins to fuse and gradually 
form the caravansary, and, ło (she was not interested but the 
reader may be), a second story was added, and a lobby grew 
in, and cars were removed to a communal garage, and the 
motel reverted to the good old hotd. 

I now wam the reader not to mock me and my mental 
daze. It is easy for him and me to decipher now a past destiny; 
but a destiny in the maldng is, believe me, not one of those 
honest mystery stories where aD you have to do is keep an eye 
on the clues. In my youth I once read a French detective tale 
where the clues were actually in italics; but that is not Mo- 
Fate’s way—even if one does leam to recognize certain obscure 
indications. 

For instance: I would not swear that there was not at 
east one occasion, prior to, or at the very beginning of, the 
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Midwest lap of out iouniey, when she managed to com-ey 
soinc infonnation to. ot otherwise get into contact with, a 
person or persona nnimown. We had stopped at a gas station. 
onder tbe sign of Pegasus, and sbe had slipped out of ber seat 
and escap^ to tbe rear of the premises TrbSe tbe laised bood. 
under ubicb I had bent to watcb tbe mecbanic’s tnanipula- 
tions, bid ber for a moment from my sigbt Being inclined to 
be lenient, I only sboob my benign head tbougb strictly 
spe^ng sucb visits were taboo, sińce I fdt instinctis-ely iŁat 
toflets—as also telepbones—bappened to be for reasons un- 
fatbomable, the póints -where my destiny was liable to catch. 
We aH ha\’e sucb fateful objects—^it may be a recurrent land- 
scape in one case, a number in another—carefully cbosen by 
the gods to attract esmits of special significance for us: bere 
sball John alwaj’S stumble; there sbaB Jane' s beart alwa}'s breab. 

Weil—^my car bad been attended to, and I had moved it 
anay from the pumps to let a pickup tnick be serrnced—^wben 
the gromng rolume of ber absence began to weigb npon me in 
the windy graj-ness. Not for the first time, and not for the 
last, had I starcd in sucb duli discomfort of mind at those 
stadonary trimlidcs that look almost surprised, like staring 
rusdcs, to 6nd themsdves in the stranded traycller^s field of 
sision: that green garbage can, tiiose veiy black, veiy white- 
walled dres for sale, those brigbt cans of motor oil, that red 
icel>ox \sith assorted drinks, the fonr, fis-e, se%'en discarded 
hottlcs within the incompictcd crossword puzzle of their 
WDodcn cells, that bug patiently walldng up the inside of the 
window of the office. Radio musie was coming from its open 
door, and bccause the rh>-thm was not ssmehronized with the 
heave and fiutter and o^cr gestures of wind-animated vege- 
tation, one had the rmpression of an old scenie film lising its 
OT^n lifc whilc piano or fiddle follound a linę of musie quite 
oubidc the shń-cring flower, the swaying bianch. The sound 
or CharIottc's last sob incongruously \Tbrated through me as, 
^(h ber dress Suttering athwarl the rhjlbm, Lolita s-eered 
foom a tofally uncipected direedon. She had found the toilct 
c^pied and had crossed om to the sign of the Conebe in 
t-e nert błock. Thcy said they 'were proud of tbeir bome-clean 
f^moms. Thcsc prepaid posteards, thc%' said, bad been nro- 
^ar.nl for jnur comments. No posteards. No soap. Nothine 
comments, 

Ti-.at d.-y or Jhr ncxt. after a tedious drivc tbroucb a land of 
.-od crops, -u- reached a pleasant little burg and put up at 
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Chestnut Couit—^nice cabins, damp green grounds, apple 
trees, an old swing—^and a tremendous sunset which ttetired 
child ignored. She had wanted to go through Kasbeam because 
it was only thirty miles north from ber borne town but on the 
following moming I found ber ąuite Hstless, witb no desire to 
see again tbe sidewalk wbere sbe bad played bopscotch some 
five years before. For obvious reasons I bad ratber dreaded 
~tbat side trip, even tbougb we bad agreed not to make our- 
selves conspicuous in any way—to remain in the car and not 
look up old friends. My rebef at ber abandoning tbe project 
was spoiled by the thougbt that had sbe felt I were to^y 
against the nostalgie possibflities 6f Pisky, as I had been last 
year, she would not bave given up so easily. On my men- 
tioning tbis witb a sigb, sbe sigbed too and complained of 
being but of sorts. She wanted to remain in bed tiU teatime 
at least, witb lots of magazines, and then if sbe felt better sbe 
suggested we just continue westward. I must say sbe was very 
sweet and languid, and craved for fresb fruits, and I decided to 
go and fetcb ber a toothsome pienie lunch in Kasbeam. Our 
eabin stood on the timbered crest of a bill, and from our 
window you could see the road windihg down, and then 
running as straigbt as a hair parting between two rows of 
ebestnut trees, towards the pretty, towm, which looked sin- 
gularly distinct and toylike in the pure moming distance. One 
could make out an elf-like girl on an insect-like bicycle, and a 
dog, a bit too large proportionately, all as elear as tbose pilgrims 
" and mules winding up wax-pale roads in old paintings witb 
blue hills and red Httle people. I have the European urge to 
bse my feet wben a drive can be dispensed witb, so I Jei^ely 
walked down, eventually meeting the cyclist—a plain plump 
girl witb pigtails, foUowed by a huge St. Bernard dog witb 
orbits like pansies. In Kasbeam a yery old barber gave me a 
yery mediocre haircut: be babbled of a baseball-playing son 
of bis, and, at eyery explodent, spat into my neck, and eyery 
now and then wiped his glasses on my sbeet-wrap, or inter- 
rupted his tremnlous scissor work to produce faded newspaper 
cHppings, and so inattentiye was I that it came as a sbock to 
realize as be pointed to an easeled pbotograpb among the 
ancient gray lotions, that the mustaebed young bali player 
had been dead for the last thirty years. 

I had a cup of hot flayorless coffee, bougbt a buneb of ba- 
nanas for my monkey, and spent another ten minutes or so in 
a delicatessen storę. At least an hour and a half must have 
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elapsed whcn this homeward-tound littie pOgrim appeared on 
tbe wnding road leading to Chestnut Castlc. 

The girl I had seen on my way to town was now loaded with 
linen and engaged in helping a misshapen man whose big head 
and coarse features reminded me of lie "Bertoldo” character 
in Iow Italian comedy. They were cleaning the cabins of which 
there was a dozen or so on Chestnut Crest, all pleasantly 
spaced amid the copious werdure. It was noon, and most of 
them, wdth a finał bang of their screen doors, had already got 
rid of their occupants. A vexy eldeily, almost mummy-hTe cou- 
ple in a vcry new model were in the act of creeping out of 
one of the contiguous garages; from another a red hood pro- 
truded in somewhat cod-piece fashion; and nearer to our 
cabin, a strong and handsome young man with a shoclc of 
black hair and bloe eycs was putting a portable refrigerator 
into a station wagon. For some reason he gave me a sheepish 
grin as I passcd. On the grass expanse opposite, in the many- 
limbcd shadc of luxuriant trees, the familiar St. Bernard dog 
was guarding his mistrcss’ bicycle, and nearby a young w’oman, 
far gonc in the family way, had seated a rapt baby on a swing 
and was roclang it gently, whfle a jealous boy of two or thrce 
was making a nuisance of himsclf by trjing to push or puli 
the swing board;. hc finally succecded in getting himself 
knoctcd down by it, and bawled loudly as he lay supine on 
the grass while his mothcr continued to smile gcnUy at neither 
of hcr present childrcn. I rccall so clearly these minutiac prob- 
ably bccausc I was to chcck my imprcssions so thoroughly only 
a fcw minutes latcr; and besides, somcthing in me had been 
on guard c\’er sińce tliat awful night in Bcardslcj'. I now 
rcfuscd to be divertcd by the fccbng of well-being that my 
walk had cngcndcrcd—^by the young summer brccrr; that en* 
stdopcd the napę of my ncck, the ginng crunch of the damp 
grarcl, the juicy tidbit I had suckcd out at last from a hohow' 
tooth, and cven the comfortable weight of my prosa.nons 
which the generał condition of my heart should not havc 
allowcd mc to cany; but cven that miscrablc pump of minę 
scemed to be working swcctly, and I fclt adolori cTamourcuse 
Bngucur, to quotc dcar old Ronsard, as I rcachcd the cottage 
where I had Icft my Dolores. 

To my surprisc I found her dressed. She was sitting on the 
edpc of the bed in slacks and T-shirt, and was looking at mc 
as if she could not qnitc place mc. Tlic frank soft shapc of 
ha smali brcasts was brought out rather tban blurred bv the 
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limpness of her thin shirt, and iŁis frankness initated me. She 
had not washed; yet her mouth was freshly though smudgily 
painted, and her broad teeth glistened like wine-tinged ivory, 
or pinkish poker chips. And there she sat, hands clasped in 
her lap, and dreamrly brimmed with a diabolical glow that had 
no relation to me whatever. 

I plumped down my heavy paper bag and stood staring at 
the bare ankles of her sandaled feet, then at her silly face, then 
again at her sinful feet. “You’ve been out,” I said (the sandals 
were filthy with gravel), 

“I just got up,” she replied, and added upon intercepting 
my downward glance; '“Went out for a sec. Wanted to see 
if you were coming back.” 

She became aware of the bananas and uncoiled herself table- 
ward. 

What special suspicion could I have? Nonę indeed—^but 
those muddy, moony eyes of bers, that singular warmth ema- 
nating from herl I said nothing. I looked at the road mean- 
dering so distinctly within the frame of the window . . . 
Anybody wishing to betray my trust would have found it a 
splendid lookouŁ With rising appetite, Lo applied herself to 
the fruit. AU at once I remembered the ingratiating grin of 
the Johnny nextdoor. I stepped out ąuickly. AU cars had dis- 
appeared except his station wagon; his pregnant young wife 
•was now getting into it with her baby and the other, morę 
or less cancelled, chUd. 

"What's the matter, where are you going?” cried Lo from 
the porch. 

I said nothing. I pushed her softness back into the room and 
went in after her. I ripped her shirt off. I unzipped the rest of 
her. I tore off her sandals. Wfldly, I pursued the shadow of her 
infidelity; but the scent I travelled upon was so slight as to be 
practically undistinguishable from a madman’s fancy. 
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Gros G.JiSton, in his prissy way, had liked to make presents— 
prcscnts just a priss>" wee bit out of the ordinary, or so he 
prissily thought. Noticing one night that my box of chessmen 
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was broJcen, be sent me next moming. with a little hd of his, 
a copper case; it had an elaborate OrientaJ design o'-X7 the 
lid and could be securcly locked. One glance sufficcd to asrjrc 
me that it v?as one of those cheap mone%' bo7:es caficd for 
some reason '^uizettas” that you buy in Algicrs and elses^-hcrc, 
and wonder what to do wnth afterwards. It tnmcd out to be 
much too fiat for holding my bulky chcssmen, but I kcpt it— 
using it for a totally differcnt purpose. 

In order to brealc some pattem of fatc in which I obscurcly 
felt myself being enmeshed, I had decided—dcspite Lo's sisi- 
ble annoyance—to spend anothcr night at Chcstnut Courh 
definitely waking up at four in thc moming, I asccrtaincd that 
Lo was still sound asieep (mouth open, in a Idnd of duli 
anmement at the curiously inane lifc we all had riggcd up 
for her) and satisfied m^-self that thc predons contcnts of thc 
'fiuizetta” wcre safe. There, snugly WTapped in a wbite woollcn 
scarf, lay a pocket automatic: caliber .$2, capacits' of magarinc 
8 cartridges, length a littlc under one ninth of Lohta’s Icnglh, 
stock chccked walnut, finish fuli blucd. I had inherited it 
from thc late Harold Hazc, with a 1958 catalog which chccrily 
said in part: 'Tarticularly well adnpted for usc in ihc borne 
and car as well as on the person.” There it by, rcady for instant 
ser-ice on the person or persons, loadcd and ftilly cocked m'th 
the slide lock in safetj’ position, thus preeludinę any aed- 
dcntal discharge. We must remember that a pistol is the 
Freudian symlwl of the Ur-fatherb central foiclimb. 

I v.’as now glad I had it ssath me—and c^•cn morę gbd that I 
had leamed to usc it tv,-o ycars before, in thc pinc forest around 
my and Charlotte’s gbss bkc. Farlou’, nilh whom I had 
roamed those remote woods. was an admirablc mnrkrman, and 
with his .38 actually managed to hit a humming b:rd. łho-.mh 
I must say not much cf it could be retric-.-cd for proof—cnly 
a littlc iridescent flafi. A burly cc-policeman cilli^d Knes* 
hrrski, who in the hrrrntics had shot and Inlled tu-o esraped 
convicts, joined us and bagged a tiny u-oodpecker—oorr.plctely 
out of season, inddcntally. Ectn-cen those tu*o rportrmen I of 
course n-as a noncc and kcpt missini: tmer.ihing. thouoh I 
did wjund a sąuirrcl on .a latcr oecnsion uhen l r.-mt out 
alonc. "^‘ou He herc,” I whi^pered to my light-u-ciaht cem- 
pact littlc chum, and then toosted it wilh a dram cf gin. 
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The readee must now forget Chestnuts and Colts, and ao- 
company us further wesL The folloyóng days were marked by a 
number of great thunderstonns—or perhaps, there was but one 
single stonn which progressed across countiy in ponderous 
frog-leaps and which we could not shake off just as we could 
not shake off detective Trapp: for it was during those days that 
the probiera of fte Aztec Red Ćonvertible presented itself 
to me, and quite overshadowed the theme of Lo’s Iovers. 

Queerl I who was j^ous of every małe we met—ąueer, how 
I misinterpreted the designations of doom. Perhaps I had been 
lulled by Lo's modest behavior in winter, and anyway it would 
have been too foohsh even for a lunatic to suppose another 
Humbert was avidly following Humbert and HumberPs 
nymphet with Jovian fireworks, over the great and ugly plains. 
I surmised, donc, that the Red Yak keeping behind us at a 
discreet distance mile after mile was operat^ by a detectiye 
whom some bosybody had hired to see what exactly Humbert 
Humbert was doing with that minor stepdaughter of his. As 
happens with me at periods of electrical disturbance and 
crepitating hghtnings, I had haUucinations. Maybe tfaey were 
morę than halludnations. I do not know what she or he, or 
both had put into my h'quor but one m'ght I felt surę some- 
body was tapping on the door of our cabin, and I flung it 
open, and notic^ two things—^tbat I was stark naked and 
that, white-glistening in the raip-dripping darkness there stood 
a man holding before his face the mask of Jutting Chin, a 
grotesque sleuth in the funnies. He emitted a muffled gufifew 
and scurried away, and I reeled back into the room, and 
feU asleep again, and ara not surę even to tiris day that the visit 
was not a drag-provoked dream: I have thoroughly studied 
Trapp's type of humor, and this might have been a plausible 
sample. Oh, crude and absolutely ruthlessl Somebody, I imag- 
ined, was maJang money on those masks of popular monsters 
and morons. Did I see next moming two urchins rummaging 
in a gaibage can and trying on Jutting Chin? I wonder. It 
may all have been a coincidence-^ue to atmospheric condi- 
tions, I suppose. 

Being a murderer with a sensational but incomplete and un- 

198 


orthodox memory, I cannot tell yoa, ladics and ccntlcmcn, thc 
exact day when I 6rst lonew ■R*iUi nttcT ccrtainty that thc red 
com^ertible •ę\'as foUcreing us. I do lemembcr, hov.-e\'er, thc fits* 
tiine I saw its dTi\'er quite clearly. I vras procecding slov,-ly one 
aftemoon through tonents of rain and hept sedng that red 
ghost swimming and shivering v.-ith lust in my mirro:, v.hcn 
presently the deluge dwindled to a patter, and then v.-as sus- 
pended altogether. With a sv,-ishing sound a sunburst $Txpt 
the highr^-ay, and needing a pair of ncw sunglasscs, I pnllcd 
up at a fiUing station. What r^^as happening -was a sickness, a 
cancer, that could not be helpcd, so I siraply ignored thc facl 
that our quiet pursuer, in his con\xrted stele, stopped a littlc 
behind us at a cafd or bar bearing thc idiotic sigp; The Busllc; 
A Deceitful Seatful. Hasing seen to thc nec^ of my car, I 
waBced into the office to get those glasscs and pay for thc gas, 
As I svas in the act of signing a traYchers’ chcck and r.nndcrcd 
about my exact whcreabouts, I happened to gbnee throur.h 
a side 'aindou', and saw a terrible thing. A broad-backed man, 
baldish, in an oatmeal coat and dark-brown trousers. vi-as lis- 
tening to Lo who u-as Icaning out of thc car and telbhg to 
him s^eiy' rapidly, her band with outspread fingers going up 
and down as it id when she was \CTy scrious and cmphaHc. 
\Vhat struck me •p.ith sickening force was—how should I pul 
it?—thc Yolublc famfliarit)' of her way, as if thej' hed knewn 
cacb other—oh, for weeks and wccks. I saw him scratch his 
chcek and nod, and tum, and walk back lo his convcr‘ndc. a 
broad and thickish man of my age, somewhat rejcmbling 
Gusfaye Trapp, a cousin of my fathcr’s in Swrtecrbnd—same 
smoothly tanned face, fuher than minę. with a smali dark mus- 
tache and a rosebud degenerate mouth. Lolita wni rtudying .•? 
road map when I got back into thc car. 

“\''i’hat did that man ask >-ou. Lo?” 

"Man? Oh, that man. Oh srw. Oh, I don't Imow. Hc won- 
dered if I had a map. Lost his way, I guess.'" 
dro\-c on, and I said: 

"Now li.stcn, Lo. I do not know whelhcr sxu rrc hang cr 
not, and I do not know whether yoa arc insme or and I 
do not carc for thc moment; bat that person hss h'.-:n fo 
ing us nil day, and his car was at thc motel >T;tr:c.'y, and I 
think hc is a cop. You Imow pcrfcctly wrli wlirl vml h*pp:r; 
and wlierc }-oa wali go if thc policc find ont .aboat thin,::. .'''‘c.e 
I n-nt to know cr.mtiy what hc s.aid to }oa :r.d 'oh:,*. 
told him." 
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Slie laugŁed. 

"I£ he's really a cop," slie said sŁtilly but not illogically, “ibe 
worst tbing we could do, would be to sbow him we are scared. 
Ignore him, Dad/' 

‘T)id be ask wbere we were going?” 

“Ob, be knows that” (mocldng me). 

“Anyway,” I said, giving up, “I have seen his face now. He 
is not pret^. He looks exac&y like a relative of minę called 
Trapp.” 

“Perhaps be is Trapp. If I were you—Oh, look, all the nines 
are changing into tbe next thouśand. Wben I was a Httle kid,” 
she continued unexpectedly, “I used to think łbey’d stop and 
go back to nines, if oniy my mother agreed to put the car 
in reverse.” 

It was the first time, I think, she spoke spontaneously of ber 
pre-Humbertian childhood; perhaps, the tbeatre had taught 
hCT that trick; and silently we travelled on, unpursued. 

But next day, Iflce pain in a fatal disease that comes back 
as the drug and hope wear off, there it was again behind us, 
that glossy red beast. The traffic on the higbway was light that 
day; nobody passed anybody; and nobody attempted to get 
in between our humble blue car and its imperious red shadow 
—as if there were some spell cast on that interspace, a zonę 
of es-il mirth and magie, a zonę whose veiy piecision and sta- 
bility had a glass-like virtue that was almost artistic. The 
driver behind me, with his stuffed shoulders and Trappish 
mustache, looked like a display dummy, and his convertible 
seemed to move onIy because an invisible ropę of silent sflk 
connected it with our shabby vehicle. We were many times 
weaker than his splendid, hcquered machinę, so that I did 
not even attempt to outspeed him. O Jente corrite noctis eguil 
O softly run, nightmares! We chmbed long grades and rolled 
downhill again, and heeded speed limits, and spared slow 
children, and reproduced in sv/eeping terms the black wiggles 
of curves on their yeUow shields, and no matter how and 
where we drove, tbe enchanted interspace slid on intact, 
mathematical, mirage-like, the viatic counterpart of a magie 
caipet. And all the time I was aware of a private blaze on my 
right: ber joyful eye, her flaming cheek. 

A traffic policeman, deep in the nightmare of crisseross 
streets—at half-past-four p.m. in a factory town—was the 
hand of chance that interrupted the spell. He beckoned me 
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on, and then with the same band cnt o£E m}' słiado^-. A scorc 
of cars were launched in l)etvr'een us, and I spcd on, and deffly 
tumed into a narroy/ lane. A sparrow alightcd v,ith a jumbo 
bread crumb, vi-as tackled by another, and lost thc crumb. 

Wben after a fevi' grim stoppages and a bit of dclibcnfc 
tneandering, I retumcd to the high^^ny, our shado?.’ bad dis- 
eppeared. 

Lola snorted and said: "If be is what you think hc is, bov.- 
silly to give hira the slip.” 

"I have other notions by now," I said. 

"You should—ah—check them b>’—ab—^keqiing in toticb 
with him, fabther dcah,” said Lo, ■n-rithing in Uic coils of ber 
own sarcasm. "Gee, you are mean," sbe added ia ber ordinary 
voice. 

We spent a grim night in a \-ay fonl cabin. nnder a 
sonorous amplitudę of rain, and with a land of prchistorically 
loud thunder incessanUy rolling above us. 

"I am not a lady and do not likc lightning,” said Lo, whosc 
dread of electric storms gavc me somc pathetie solaec. 

We had brcakiast in thc township of Soda, pop. 1091. 

“Judging by thc terminal figurę," I rematked, “Falfacc 
is alrcady herc," 

‘Tour humor,” said Lo, “is sidesplitring. dcah fnhtbcr." 

We were in sage-brush country by that h’mc, and thcrc war 
a day or two of lovcIy rclcasc (I had bccn a fool, all was we!!, 
that discomfort was mcrcly a trapped Catus), and prcscnily 
thc mesas gar-e way to rcal mountains, and, on timc, wc drorr 
into Wacc. 

Oh, disaster. Somc confusion had oceurred, sbe had mi'^rc3d 
fi dato in thc Tour Book, and thc Nfaric Carc cercmonics werc 
ovcrI She took it brar-cly, I must admit—and, wiicn wr dis- 
cososred thcrc was in kurortish Wacc a rummer thentre in fuli 
swing, wc naturally drifted toward it one f.n‘r mid-fnne tcmir.i':. 
I rcally could not tell you thc plot of thc piny we s-sw. .\ lriv;.-l 
affair. no doubt, with sclf-consdous ligbt cffceis and n mtdi- 
OCTC Icading lady, The oniy dcfatl that pleased rnc v,-e' r*:- 

land of sc\cn littlc graces, morc or less ńnniobne, prcttily 
painted, barelimbed—scnca beiuu'ed pubes-ee:;*. riils in c. 1- 
ored gaur.c that had bccn iccruilcd Incaily (jeddni': by t!(C 
parlisan iluną’ herc and thcrc cmonr; tltc andirnrc; rnd -n-.rr 
mpposed to represent a liringrainbew, wb.ieb Jin.-errd tb.ra-rl:- 
out the bst act, and rather tcasincly faced bchind a rcnc; o; 
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multiplied veils. I remember thinldng that this idea of chil- 
dren-colors had been lifted by authors Clare Quflty and Vivian 
Darkbloom from a passage in James Joyce, and that two of the 
colors were quite exasperatingly lovely—Orange wbo kept 
fidgeting all tiie time, and Emerald wbo, when ber eyes got 
used to the pitch-black pit where we all heayily sat, suddenly 
smiled at ber mother or ber protector. 

As soon as the thing was over, and manuał applause—a 
sound my nerves cannot stand—^began to crash aH around me, 

I started to puli and pusb Lo toward the exit, in my so natural 
amorous impatience to get ber back to our neon-blue cottage 
in the stunned, stany night: I always say naturę is stunned by 
the sights sbe sees. DoUy-Lo, however, lagged bebind, in a | 
rosy daze, ber pleased eyes nanowed, ber sense of vision 
swamping the rest of ber senses to such an extent that ber 
limp hands hardly came together at ab in the mechanical 
action of dapping they stiU went through, I had seen that 
kand of thing in children before but, by God, this was a 
special child, myopicaUy beaming at the already remote stage 
where I glimpsed something of the joint authors—a raan's 
tuxedo and the bare shoulders of a hawkhke, black-haired, 
strikingly taU woman. 

"You’ve again hurt my wrist, you brute," said Lolita in a 
smab voice as she slipped into her car seat 

“I am dreadfully sorry, my darling, my own ultraviolet dar- 
ling,” I said, unsuccess^by tiying to catch her elbow, and I 
added, to change the conversation—to change the dkection 
of fate, oh God, oh God: "Vivian is quite a woman. I am 
surę we saw her yesterday in that restaurant, in Soda pop.” 

“Sometimes,” said Lo, “you are quite revoltingly dumb, 
First, Vivian is the małe auóior, the gal author is Clare; and 
second, she is forty, married and has Negro blood.” 

“I thought,” I said kidding her, “Quflty was an ancient 
flame of yours, in the days when you loved me, in sweet old 
Ramsdale.” 

"What?” countered Lo, her features working. “That fat 
dentist? You must be confusing me with some other fest 
little artide.” 

And I thought to myself how those fest little artides forget 
eł-er^lhing, eyerjlhing, while we, old lovers, treasure every inch 
of their nymphancy. 
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WiTH IiO's KNOWŁEDGE and asscnt, iŁe two post offices given 
to the Beardsley postmaster as forwarding ad^esses were P.O. 
Wace and P.O. ElpMnstone. Nert moming we visited the 
fonner and had to wait in a short but slow queue. Serene Lo 
studied the rogues’ gaDeiy. Handsome Bryan Bryansla, alias 
Anthony Bryan, alias Tony Brown, eyes hazel, complerion 
fair, was wanted for Iddnaping. A sad-eyed old gentleman’s 
faux-pas was mail frand, and, as if that were not enough, he 
was cursed with deformed arches. SuUen Sullivan came with 
a caution: Is believed aimed, and shonld be considered ex- 
tremely dangerous. If yon want to malce a movie out of my 
book, have one of tiiese faces gently melt into my own, while 
I look. And moreover there was a smudgy snapshot of a 
Missing Girl, age fourteen, wearing brown shoes when last 
seen, rhymes. Please notify Sheriff BuHer. 

I forget my letters; as to 00113 ^ 5 , there was her report and 
B very spedd-looldng envelope. TTiis I dehberatdy -opened 
and perused its contents. I conduded I was doing the foreseen 
Since she did not seem to mind and drifted toward the news- 
stand near the exiL 

“DoUy-Lo: Wen, the play was a grand success. AD three 
hounds lay quiet having been slightly drugged by Cutler, I 
Buspect, and Linda knew ah your lines. She was fine, she had 
alertness and control, but laclced somehow the responsiveness, 
the relaxed vitality, the ćharm of my—and the author’s— 
ł Diana; but there was no autfaor to applaud us as last time, 
and the terrific dectric storm outside interfered with our own 
mbdest off-stage thunder. Oh dear, life does fly. Now that 
cverything is over, school, play, the Roy mess, mother’s con- 
finement (our baby, aks, id not livel), it aU seems such a 
łona .time ago, thou^ practically I stfll bear tiaces of the painL 

^^e are going to New York after to-morrow, and I guess I 
can’t manage to wriggle out of accompanying my parents to 
Europę. I have even worse news for yon, DoBy-Lo! I may not 
be back at Beardsley if and when you return. With one thing 
and another, one being you know who, and the other not being 
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■who you tihink you loiow, Dad 'wants me to go to school in 
Paris for one year while he and Fullbright are around., 

“As expected, poor Poet stumbled in Scene III when arriving 
at the bit of French nonsense. Remember? Ne mangue pas de 
dire ^ ton amant, Chimdne, coinme le lac est beau car il fant 
gu'il t'y mtee. Lucky beaul Qu*il fy —^What a tongue-twister! 
WeU, be good, LoUikins. Best love from your Poet, and best 
regards to the Govemor. Your Mona. P. S. Because of one 
thing and another, my correspondence happens to be rigidly 
controUed. So better wait tDl I write you from Europę.” (She 
never did as far as I know. The letter contained an element of 
mysterious nastiness that I am too tired to-day to analyze. I 
found it later preseryed in one of the Tour Books, and give it 
here t titre documentaire. I read it twice.) 

I looked up from the letter and was about to—^There was no 
Lo to behold. While I was engrossed in Mona's witchery, Lo 
had shrugged her shoulders and vanished, “Did you happen 
to see—” I asked of a hunchback sweeping the floor near the 
entrance. He had, the old lecher. He guessed she had seen 
a friend and had hurried out. I hurried out too. I stopped—she 
had not. I hurried on. I stopped again. It had happened at 
last. She had gone for ever. ■ ^ 

In later years I have often wondered why she did not go for 
ever that day. Was it the retentive ąuality of her new summer 
clothes in my locked car? Was it some unripe particie in some 
generał plan? Was it simply because, all things considered, I 
might as well be used to convey her to Elphinstone—the secret 
terminus, anyway? I only know I was ąuite certain she had left 
me for ever. The noncommittal mauve mountains half encir- 
cling the town seemed to me to swarm with panting, scram- 
bling, laughing, panting Lolitas who dissolved in their haze. A 
big W madę of white stones on a steep talus in the far vista of 
a cross Street seemed the very initial of woe. 

The new and beautiful post office I had just emerged from 
stood betvr’een a dormant movie house and a conspiracy of 
poplars. The time was 9 a.m. mountain time. The Street was 
Main Street I paced its blue side peering at the opposite one: 
charming it into beauty, was one of those fragile young sum¬ 
mer momings with flashes of glass here and there and a 
generał air of faltering and almost fainting at the prospect 
of an intolerably torrid noon. Crossing over, I loafed and 
leafed, as it were, through one long błock: Drugs, Real 
Estate, Fashions, Auto Parts, Cafe, Sporting Goods, Real 
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Estate, Fumitnre, Appliances, Western Union, Cleaners, 
Grocery. Officer, officer, my danghter has run away. In coUu- 
sion v?ith a detective; in Iove witii a blaclanafler, Took adran- 
tage of my utter helplessness. I peered into all the Stores. I 
deliberated only if I should talk to any of the sparse foot- 
passengers. I did noL I sat for a whAe in the parked car. I 
mspected the public garden on the east side. I -went back 
to' Fashions and Auto Parts. I told mj^clf with a burst of 
furious sarcasm—un ncanement —that I was craay to suspect 
her, that she would tum up in a minutę. 

Śie did. 

, I wheeled around and shook off the hand she had placed 
on my sleeve with a timid and imbecile smile. 

“Get into the car,” I said. 

She obeyed, and I went on pacing up and down, struggling 
with nameless thoughts, trying to plan some way of tacUing 
her duplicity. 

Presently she left the car and was at my side agam. My 
sense of hearing gtaduaHy got tuned in to station Lo again, 
and I became aware she was telling me that she had met a 
former girl friend. 

“Yes? Whom?” 

“A Beardsley girl” 

“Good. I know eyery name in your group. Alice Adams?” 

"TEis girl was not in my group.” 

"Good. I have a complete student list with me. Her name 
please.” 

“She was not in my schooL She is just a town girl in 
Beardsley.” 

“Good. I have the Beardsley directory with me too. WeH 
look up aH the Browns.” 

“I only know her first name.” 

"Mary or Jane?" 

“No—Dohy, hTce me.” 

“So that’s the dead end” (the mirror you break your nose 
against), “Good. Let us try another angle. You have been ab- 
sent t\rónty-eight minutes. ^Vhat did the two DoUys do?” 

“We went to a drugstore.” 

"And you had there—7” 

"Oh, just a couple of cokes.” 

“Careful, Doiły. We can check that, j’Ou know.” 

“At least, she had. I had a glass of water.” 

"Good. Was it that place there?” 
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“Surę.” 

“Good, come on, weTl grill the soda jerk.” 

“Wait a sec. Come to think it might have been further 
down—just around the comer.” 

“Come on all the same. Go in please. Weil, Iet's see.” 
(Opening a chained telephone book.) “Dignified Funeral 
Seryice. No, not yet. Here we are: Druggists-Retail. Hill Dmg 
Storę. Larkin's Pharmacy. And two morę. That’s all Wace 
seems to have in the way of soda fountains—at least in the 
business section. Weil, we will check them aU.” 

“Go to heli,” she said. 

“Lo, rudeness will get you nowhere.” 

"Okay,” she said. “But you’re not going to trap me. Okay, 
so we did not have a pop. We just talked and looked at dresses 
in show Windows.” 

‘Which? That window there for example?” 

"Yes, that one there, for example.” 

“Oh Lol Let’s look closer at it” 

It was indeed a pretty sight. A dapper young fellow was 
vacuum-cleaning a carpet of sorts upon which stood two figures 
that looked as if some blast had just worked havoc with them. 
One figurę was stark naked, wigless and armless, Its compara- 
tively smali stature and smirktag pose suggested that when 
clothed it had represented, and would represent when clothed 
again, a girl child of Lolita's size. But in its present State it was 
sexless. Next to it, stood a much taller veiled bride, ąuite per- 
fect and infacta except for the lack of one arm. On the floor, 
at the feet of these damsels, where the man crawled about 
laboriously with his cleaner, there lay a cluster of three slender 
arms, and a blond wig. Two of the arms happened to be 
tv/isted and seemed to suggest a clasping gesture of horror 
and supplication. 

“Loo^ Lo,” I said ąuietly. "Look well. Is not that a rather 
good symbol of something or other? However”—I went on as 
we got back into the car—^“I have taken certain precautions. 
Here (delicately opening the ^ove compartment), on this 
pad, I have our boy friend's car number.” 

As the ass I was I had not memorized it. What remained of 
it in my mind were the initial letter and the closing figurę as if 
the whole amphitheatre of six signs receded concavely behind a 
tinted glass too opaąue to allow the central series to be deci- 
phered, but just translucent enough to make out its extreme 
edges—a Capital P and a 6. I have to go into those details 
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(■which in themselves can inlerest only a professional psy- 
chologne) becanse otherwise the reader (ah, if I could •łis- 
nałize him as a blond-bearded scholar 'witb rosy lips suddng 
la pomme de sa canne as be ąoaffs my manuscriptl) migbt 
not iinderstand the ąuality of the sbock I esperienced upon 
nobcing that the P had acąuired tbe bnstle of a B and that 
the 6 had been deleted altogether, The rest, with erasnres 
re\’ealing the hniried shuttle smear of a pendl's rubber end, 
and witŁ parts of nnmbers obliteiated or reconstracted in a 
chQd’s band, presented a tangle of barbed wire to any logical 
interpretation. AU I knew was the State—one adjacent to the 
State Beardsley was in. 

I said notbing. I pnt the pad badc, closed the compartment, 
and drove out óf Wace. Ló had giabbed some comics from 
the back seat and, mobile-white-blonsed, one brown elbow out 
of the window, was deep in the current adventnre of some 
dout or clown. Three or four miles out of Wace, I tumed into 
the shadow of a pienie ground where the moming had dumped 
- its litter of light on an empty table; Lo looked up with a semi- 
smile of surprise and without a word I delivered a treinendous 
baekhand cut that caught her smack on ber hot hard little 
cheekbone. 

And then the remorse, the poignant sweetness of sobbing 
atonement, groveling love, the hopelessness of sensnal recon- 
ciliation. In the velvet night, at Miiana Motel (Miranal) I 
Hssed the yeUowish soles of her long-toed feet, I immolated 
myself. . . But it was aU of no a\’ail. Both doomed were we. 
And soon I was to enber a new cycle of persecution. 

In a Street of Wace, on its outsldrts . . . Oh, I am quite 
surę it was not a delusion. In a Street of Wace, I had glimpsed 
the Aztec Red Convertible, or its identical tsin. Instead of 
Trapp, it contained four or five loud young people of se\-eTal 
sexes—but I said nothing. After Wace a totaUy new situation 
arose. For a day or two, I enjo>ed the mental emphasis with 
which I told myself that ne were not, and ne^-er had been fol- 
lowed; and then I became sickeningly consdous that Trapp 
had changed bis tactics and was stUl with us, in this or that 
rented car. 

A veritable Proteus of the highway, with bewUdering ease 
he suitched from one vehicle to another. This techniąue im- 
plied the esistence of garages specializing in “stage-auto- 
mobile” operations, but I ne\’er could disco\'er the remises he 
used. He seemed to pationize at first the ChevTolet genus, 
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beginning with a Campus Cream converiible, then going on 
to a smali Horizon Blue sedan, and thenceforth fading into 
Surf Cray and Driftwood Cray. Then he tumed to other 
malces and passed through a pale duli rainhow of paint shades, 
and one day I found myself attempting to cope with the subtle 
distinction between our own Dream Blue Melmoth and the 
Crest Blue Oldsmobile he had rented; grays, however, re- 
mained his favorite cryptochromism, an^ in agonizing night- 
mares, I tried in yain to sort out properly such ^osts as 
Chryslei^s Shell Cray, Cheyrolefs Thistle Cray, Dodge's 
French Cray . . , 

The necessity of being constanfly on the loohout for his 
little moustache and open shirt—or for his baldish pate and 
broad shoulders—^led me to a profound study of all cars on 
the road—behind, before, alongside, coming, going, every 
vehicle under the dancing sun: the ąuiet vacationist's auto¬ 
mobile with the box of Tender-Touch tissues in the back 
window; the recldessly speeding jalopy fuli of pale children 
with a shaggy dog’s head protruding, and a crumpled mud- 
guard; the bachelor^s tudor sedan crowded with suits on 
hangers; the huge fat house trailer weaving in front, immune 
to the Indian ffle of fury bofling behind it; the car with the 
young female passenger pohtely perched in the middle of the 
front seat to be closer to the young małe driver; the car carry- 
ing on its roof a red boat bottom up . . . The gray car slowing 
up before us, the gray car catching up with us. 

We were in mountain country, sómewhere between Snów 
and Champion, and rolling down an ahnost imperceptible 
grade, when I had my next distinct view of Detective Para- 
mour Trapp. The gray mist behind us had deepened and 
concentrated into the compactness of a Dominion Blue sedan, 
All of a sudden, as if the car I drove responded to my poor 
heart's pangs, v/e were slithering from side to side, with some- 
thing making a helpless plap-pkp-plap under us. 

“You got a flat, mister,” said cheerful Lo. 

I pulled up—near a precipice, She folded her arms and put 
her foot on the dashboard. I got out and ezamined the right 
rear wheel. The base of its tire was sheepishly and hideously 
square. Trapp had stopped some fifty yards behind us. His 
distant face formed a grease spot of mirth, This was my 
chance. I started to v,alk towards him—^with the briHiant idea 
of asking him for a Jack though I had one. He backed a little. 
I stubbed my toe against a stone—and there was a sense of 
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generał kugłrter. Then a tremendous truck loomed from be- 
hind Tiapp and thundeK«i by me—and immediatEly after, 
I beard it utter a convulsive bonk. Instinctively I looked back 
—and saw my own car genfly creeping away. I conld make out 
Lo ludicrously at tbe wbeel, and Ibe engine "was certainly run- 
ning—thougb I remembered I bad cnt it but bad not appbed 
tbe emergency brake; and during tbe brief space of throb- 
time tbat it took me to reacb tbe croaldng macbine wbicb 
came to a standstfll at last, it dawned upon me tbat during 
tbe last two years bttle Lo bad bad ample time to pick up 
tbe rudiments of driving. As I wrencbed tbe door open, I 
was goddam surę sbe bad started tbe car to prevent me from 
walking up to Trapp. Her trick proved useless, bowever, for 
even wbile I was pursuing ber be bad madę an energetic U- 
tum and was gone. I rested for a wbfle, Lo asked wasn’t I 
going to thank ber—tbe car bad started to move by itsdf and 
—Getting no answer, sbe inunersed berself in a study of tbe 
map. I got out again and commenced tbe “ordeal of tbe orb,” 
as Cbarlotte ase5 to say. Perhaps, I was losing my mind. 

We continoed our grotesąue joumey. After a forlom and 
useless dip, we went up and up. On a steep grade I found 
mysdf behind tbe gigantic truck tbat bad overtóen us. It was 
now groam'ng up a winding road and was impossiTrle to pass. 
Out of its front part a smali oblong of smootb silver—tbe 
iimer wrapping of cbewing gum—escaped and fiew back into 
our windslueld. It occurred to me tbat if I were really losing 
my mind, I migbt end by murdering somebody. In fact—said 
bigb-and-dry Humbert to floundering Hnmbert—it migbt be 
quite clever to prepare tbings—to transfer tbe weapon from 
'box to pocket—so as to be ready to take advantage of tbe 
spell of insanity wben it does come. 
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Bt PERMrmNC Louta to study acting I bad, fond fool, 
suffered ber to cultivate deceit It now appeared tbat it bad 
not been merdy a matter of leaming tbe answers to such 
questions as wbat is tbe basie conSict in “Hedda Gabler," 
or wbere aie tbe climaxes in “Love Under tbe Lindens," or 
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analj^ze the prevailing mood of “Cherry Orchard”; it was 
reahy a matter of leaming to betray me. How I deplored now 
the exercises in sensual simulation that I had so often seen 
her go through in our Beardsley parlor when I would obserye 
her firom some strategie point while she, like a hypnotic sub- 
ject or a performer in a mystic rite, produced sophisticated 
versions of infantile make-believe by going throu^ the mi- 
metic actions of hearing a moan in the dark, seeing for the 
first time a brand new young stepmother, tasting something ' 
she hated, such as buttermilk, smelling crushed grass in a 
lush orchard, or touching mirages of objects with her sly, 
slender, girl-child hands. Among my papers I still have a 
mimeographed sheet suggesting: 

“Tactile drill. Imagine yourself piclang up and holding: 
a pingpong hall, an apple, a sticky datę, a new flannel- 
flufFed tennis bill, a hot potato, an ice cube, a kitten, a 
puppy, a horseshoe, a feaiłier, a torchlight. 

Knead with your fingers the foUowing imaginary things: 
a piece of bread, india rubber, a friend’s aching tempie, a 
sample of velvet, a rosę petal. 

You are a blind girl. Palpate the face of: a Greek youth, 
Cyrano, Santa Claus, a baby, a laughing faun, a sleeping 
stranger, your father/' 

But she had been so pretty in the weaving of those delicate 
spells, in the dreamy performance of her enchantments and 
dutiesl On certain adventurous evenings, in Beardsley, I also 
had her dance for me with the promise of some treat or gift, 
and although these routine leg-parted leaps of hers were morę 
like those of a football cheerleader than hTce the languorous 
and jerky motions of a Parisian petit rat, the rhythms of her 
not ąuite nubfle limbs had given me pleasure. But aU that was 
nothing, absolutely nothing, to the indescribable itch of rap- 
ture that her tennis gamę produced in me—the teasing delir- 
ious feeling of teetering on the very brink of unearthly order 
and splendor. 

Despite her advanced age, she was morę of a nyraphet than 
e^'er, with her apricot-colored limbs, in her suSteen tennis 
togsl Winged gentlemeni No hereafter is acceptable if it does 
not produce her as she was then, in that Colorado resort be- 
tr>,cen Snów and Elphinstone, wiói everything right: the white 
^ide little-boy shorts, the slender waist, the apricot midriff, 
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the wbite breast-bercbief wbose ribbons went np and endrcled 
ber necŁ to end bebind in a dangjing laiot leaving bare ber 
gaspingly young and adorable apricot sboulder blades with 
tbat pnbescence and those lo\'ely gentle bones, and tbe 
smooft, downward-tapering back. Her cap bad a wbite peak. 

Her raclcet bad cost me a smali fortunę. Idiot, triple idiotl 
I could bave fflmed beri I would bave bad ber now witb me, 
before my ęyes, in tbe projection loom of my pain and de- 
spair. 

Sbe would wait and relax for a bar or two of wbite-lined time 
before going into tbe act of servxng, and often bounced tbe 
baH once or twic^ or pawed tbe ground a little, always at 
ease, always ratber vague about tbe score, always cbeerM as 
sbe so seldom was in foe dark life sbe led at borne. Her tennis 
was tbe bi^est point to wbicb I can imagine a young creature 
bringing tbe art of makc-beb'ev^ altbougb I daresay, for ber 
it was tiie very geometry of basie reabty. 

The exquisite darity of all ber movements bad its auditory 
counteipart in tbe pure ringing sound of ber eveiy stroke. Tbe 
bab wben it entered ber aura of control became somebow 
wbiter, its resflience somebow rieber, and tbe instrument of 
precision sbe nsed upon it seemed inordinately prebensile 
and ddibetate at tbe moment of clinging contacL Her form 
was, indeed, an absolutdy perfect imitation of absolutely top- 
notcb tennis—^witbout any utilitaiian results. As Ednsa’s sister, 
Electra Gold, a marvelous young coacb, said to me once wbile 
I sat on a pulsating bard beneb watebing Dolores Haze toying 
with Linda Hdl (and being beaten by ber): "DoUy bas a 
magnet in tbe center of ber racket guts, but why tbe heck is 
sbe so pobte?” Ab, Electra, wbat did it matter, witb such 
gracel I remember at tbe yery &st gamę I watched being 
drenebed witb an almost painful convulsion of beauty assimi- 
lation. My LoHta bad a way of laising ber bent left fcnee at 
tbe ample and springy start of tbe serrice cjcle wben there 
would deyelop and Imig in tbe sun for a second a yital web | 
of balance between toed foot, pristine aimpit, bumisbed arm r 

and far back-fiung racket, as sbe snuled up witb gleaming | 

teeth at tbe smaH globe suspended so bigh in tbe zenith of i 

tbe powerful and graceful cosmos sbe bad created for tbe | 
ezpress puipose of faTlin g upon it witb a dean resounding | 
crack of ber golden wbip. i 

It bad, tbat sen-e of bers, beauty, direetness, yontb, a classi- { 
cal purity of trajectory, and was, despite its spanldng pace, i' 
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fairly easy to return, having as it did no twist or sting to its 
long elegant hop. 

That I could have had all her strokes, aH her enchantments, 
immortalized in segments of celluloid, makes me moan to-day 
with frustration. They would have been so much morę than 
the snapshots I bumedl Her overhead volley was related to her 
seryice as the envoy is to the balladę; for she had been trained, 
my pet, to patter up at once to the net on her nimbie, vivid, 
white-shod feet. There was nothing to choose between het 
forehand and backhand drives; they were miiror images of one 
another—my very loins stiłl tingle with those pistol re- 
ports repeated by crisp echoes and Electra's cries. One of the 
pearls of Doll/s gamę was a short half-volley that Ned Litam 
had taught her in Califomia. 

She preferred acting to swimming, and swimming to tennis; 
yet I insist that had not something within her been broken by 
me—^not that I realized it then!—she would have had on the 
top of her perfect form the will to win, and would have be- 
come a real girl champion. Dolores, with two lackets under 
her arm, in Wimbledon. Dolores endorsing a Dromedary. 
Dolores tuming professional. Dolores acting a girl champion 
in a movie. Dolores and her gray, humble, hushed husband- 
coach, old HumberL 

There was nothing wrong or deceitful in the spirit of her 
gamę—unless one considered her cheerful indifference toward 
its outcome as the feint of a nymphet. She who was so cruel 
and crafty in everyday life, reyealed an innocence, a frankness, 
a kindness of ball-placing, that permitted a second-rate but 
determined player, no matter how uncouth and incompetent, 
to poke and cut his way to victory. Despite her smaU stature, 
she covered the one thousand and fifiy three sąuare feet of 
her half of the court with wonderful ease, once she had 
entered into the rhythm of a rally and as long as she could 
direct that rhythm; but any abrupt attack, or sudden change 
of tactics on her adyersar/s part, left her helpless. At match 
point, her second serye, which—rather typically—^was eyen 
stronger and morę stylish than her 6rst (for she had nonę of 
the inhibitions that cautious winners haye), would strike 
\Tbrantly the haip-cord of the net—and ricochet out of court. 
The polished gem of her dropshot was snapped up and put 
away by an opponent who seemed four-legged and wielded a 
crooked paddle. Her dramatic driyes and loyely yoUeys v/ould 
candidly fali at his feet. Oyer and oyer again she v/ould land 
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an easy one into the net—and meirfly mimie dismay by droop- 
ing in a baflet attitude, with her foreloeks'hanging. So stenie 
were her grace and whipper that she could not even mn from 
panting me and my old-fashioned lifting drive. 

I suppose I am espedally snsceptible to the magie of games. 
In my chess sessions with Gaston I saw the board as a sąuare 
pool of limpid water with rare sheUs and stratagems rosiły 
visible upon the smooth tesseUated bottom, which to my con- 
fused adversary was aD ooze and sąuid-cloud. Similarly, the 
initial tennis coaching I had inflicted on Lolita—^prior to the 
revelations that came to her thron^ the great Califomian’s 
lessons—lemained in my mind as oppressive and distressful 
mefnories—^not only becanse she had been so hopelessly and 
irritatingly initated by every suggestion of minę—^but becanse 
the precious symmetry of the court instead of reflecting the 
harmom'es latent in her was ntterly jumbled by the dnmsiness 
and lassitude of the resentful child I mistan^t. Now things 
were different, and on that particular day, in the pure air of 
Champion, Colorado, on that admirable court at the foot of 
steep stone stairs leading up to Champion Hotel where we 
had spent the ni^t, I felt I could rest from the nightmare 
of unknown betrayals within the innocence of ber style, of her 
sonl, of her essential grace. 

She was hitting hard and fiat, with her usnal effortless sweep, 
feeding me deep skimming baUs—all so rhythmically coordi- 
nated and overt as to reduce my footwork to, practically, a 
swinging stroB—crack players wfll nnderstand what I mean. 
My rather heayfly cut serve that I had been taught by my 
father who had leamed it from Deengis or Bonnan, old friends 
of his and great champions, would have seriously troubled my 
Lo, had I reaUy tried to trouble ber. But who would upset such 
a lucid deat? Did I ever mention that ber bare aim borę the 8 
of vaccination7 That I Ioved her hopelessly? That she was only 
fourteen? 

An inqaisitive butterfly passed, dipping, between us. 

_ Two people in tennis shorts, a red-haired feUow only about 
eight years my junior, with sunbumt bright pink shins, and an 
indolent dark girl with a moody mouth and hard eyes, about 
tn'o yean Lolita's senior, appeared from nowhere, As is com- 
mon with dutiful tyros, their rackets were sheathed and 
fiamed, and they carried them not as if they were the natural 
and comfortable eitensions of certain specialized muscles, 
but hammers or blunderbusses or wimbles, or my own dread- 
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ful cumbersome sins, Rather unceremoniously seating them- 
selves near my precious coat, on a bench adjacent to the court, 
they feU to admiring very yocally a rally of some fifty ex- 
ćhanges that Lo innocently heljjed me to foster and uphold— 
until tbere occurred a s 3 mcope in the senes causing ber to 
gasp as her overhead smash went out of court, whereupon she 
melted into winsome merriment, my golden pet 

I felt thirsty by then, and walked to the drinldng fountain; 
there Red spproached me and in all hunulity suggested a 
mbced double. “I am BOI Mead,” he said. “And thafs Fay 
Page, actress. MafEy On Say”—^he added (pointing with h^ 
ridiciilously hooded racket at polished Fay who was already 
talldng to Doby). I was about to reply “Sorry, but —" (for I 
hate to have my filly involved in the chops and jabs of cheap 
bunglers), when a remarkably melodious ciy diverted my at- 
tention: a beUboy was tiipping down tire steps from the hotel 
to our court and maidng me signs. I was wanted, if you 
please, on an urgent long distance cali—so urgent in fact that 
the hne was being held for me. Certainly. I got into my coat 
(inside pocket heavy with pistol) and told Lo I would be back 
in a minutę. She was picfcmg up a bali—in the Continental 
foot-racket way which was one of the few mce things I had 
taught her,—and smiled—she smiled at mel 

An awful calm kept my heart afloat as I foUowed the boy up 
to the hoteL This, to use an American term, in which discoY- 
ery, retribution, torturę, death, eternity appear in the shape 
of a singularly repulsive nutshell, was it. I had left her in 
mediocre hands, but it hardly mattered now. I would fight,' 
of course. Oh, I would fighL Better destroy everything than 
mirrender her. Yes, ąuite a climb. 

At the desk, a dignified, Roman-nosed man, with, I suggest, 
a yery obscure past that might reward inyestigation, handed 
me a message in his own band. The linę had not been held 
after ab. The notę said: 

"Mr Humbert. The head of Birdsley (siei) School cabed. 
Summer residence—^Birdsley 2-8282. Please c^ back immedi- 
ately. Highly important.” 

I fold^ myself into a booth, took a bttle pili, and for about 
twenty minutes tussled with space-spooks. A ąimtet of propo- 
sitions graduaby became audible: soprano, there was no such 
number in Beardsley; alto. Miss Pratt was on her way to 
England; tenor, Beardsley School had not telephoned; bass, 
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tŁey could not have done so, sińce nobody Icnew I was, that 
particular day, in CHiampion, Colo. Upon my stinging him, 
the Roman took the trouble to find out if there had been a 
long distance caU. There had been nonę. A fake caD from 
some local dial was not excluded. I thanked him. He said: You 
bet After a visit to the purling men's room and a stiff drink 
at the bar, I started on my return march. From the very first 
terrace I saw, far below, on the tennis court which seemed the 
size of a school child’s ill-wiped siatę, golden Lolita playing 
in a double. She moved like a fair angd among three horrible 
Boschian cripples. One of these, her partner, whfle changing 
' sides, jocosety slapped her on her behind with his racket He 
had a remarkably round head and wore incongruous brown 
trousers. There was a momentary fluny—^he saw me, and 
throwing away his racket—^minel—scuttled up the slope. He 
waved his wrists and elbows in would-be comical imitation 
of rudimentary wings, as he climbed, bow-legged, to the Street 
where his gray car awaited him. Nert moment he and the gray- 
ness were gone. When I came down, the remaining trio were 
collecting and sorting out the balls. 

"Mr. Mead, who was that person?” 

Bill and Fay, both looking yery solemn, shook their heads. 

That absurd intrader had butted in to make up a double, 
hadn’the,Dony? 

DoDy. The handle of my racket was still disgustingly waim. 
Before retuming to the hotel, I ushered her into a little alley 
half-smothered in fiagrant shrubs, with flowers like smoke, 
and was about to buist into ripe sobs and plead with her hn- 
perturbed dieam in the most abject manner for clarificarion, 
no matter how meretricious, of the slow awfulness envelop- 
ing me, when we found ourselves behind the convulsed Mead 
twosome—assorted people, you know, meeting among idyllic 
settings in old comedies. Bill and Fay were both w^ uath 
laughter—^we had come at the end of their private joke. It did 
not leally matter. 

Spealdng as if it reaUy did not reaUy matter, and assuming, 
apparently, that life was automatically rolling on with all its 
routine pleasures Dolores said she would Hke to change into 
her bathing things, and spend the rest of the aftemoon at 
the swimming pooL It was a gotgeous day. Lolital 


215 



21 


“Lol Lola! LolttaI” I hear myself ciying from a doorway into 
the sun, with the acoustics of time, domed time, endowing my 
cali and its tell-tale hoarseness wili such a wealth of amdety, 
passion and pain that really it would have been instrumental in 
wrencliing open the zipp>er of her nylon shroud had she been 
dead. Lolital In the middle of a trim turfed terrace I found her 
at last—she had run. out before I was ready. Oh Lolital There 
she was playing with a damned dog, not me. The animal, a 
terrier of sorts, was losing and snapping up again and adjust- 
ing between his jaws a wet little red bali; he took rapid chords 
with his front paws on the resilient turf, and then would 
bounce away. I had only wanted to see where she was, I could 
not swim with my heart in that state, but who cared—and 
there she was, and there was I, in my robę—and so I stopped 
calling;,but suddenly something in the pattem of her motions, 
as she dashed this way and that in her Aztec Red bathing 
briefs and bra, stmck me ... there was an ecstasy, a madness 
about her frolics that was too much of a glad thing. Even the 
dog seemed puzzled by the extravagance of her reactions. I 
put a gentle hand to my chest as I suryeyed the situation. 
The turąuoise blue swimming pool some distance behind the 
lawn was no longer behind that lawn, but within my thorax, 
and my organs swam in it like excrements in the blue sea water 
in Nice. One of the bathers had left the pool and, half-ćon- 
cealed by the peacocked shade of trees, stood quite still, hold¬ 
ing the ends of the towel around his neck and foUowing Lolita 
with his amber eyes. There he stood, in the camouflage of 
sun and shade, disfigured by them and masked by his own 
nalcedness, his damp black hair or what was left of it, glued 
to his round head, his little mustache a humid smear, the 
wool on his chest spread like a symmetrical trophy, his navel 
pulsating, his hirsute thighs dripping with bright droplets, 
his tight wet black bathing trunks bloated and bursting with 
vigor where his ^eat fat bullybag was puUed up and back 
LTce a padded shield over his reversed beasthood. And as I 
looked at his oyal nut-brown face, it dawned upon me that 
what I had recognized him by was the refiection of my daugh- 
ter^s countenauce—^the same beatitude and grimace but madę 
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I am not referring to Trapp or Trapps. After all—^weB, reaUy 
. . . After aD, gentlemen, it was becoming abundantly elear 
that all those identical detectiyes in prismatically changing 
cars were figments of my persecution mania, recurrent images 
based on coincidence and chance resemblance, Soyons logi- 
ques, crowed the cocky Gallic part of my brain—and pro- 
^ ceeded to ront the notion of a Lolita-maddened salesman or 
comedy gangster, with stooges, persecuting me, and hoaxing 
me, and otherwise taldng riotous advantage of my strange 
relations with the law. I remember humming my parne away. 
I remember evolving even an explanation of the "Birdsl^’ 
telephone caU . . . But if I could dismiss Trapp, as I had 
dismissed my convulsions on the lawn at Champion, I could 
do nothing with the anguish of knowing Lolita to be so tan- 
talizin^y, so miserabły nnattainable and beloved on the very 
eve of a new era, when my alembics told me she should stop 
being a nymphet, stop torturing me. 

An additional, abominable, and perfectiy gratuitous worry 
was lovingly prepared for me in Elphinstone. Lo had been duD 
and silent during the last lap—two hundred mountainous 
miles rmcontaminated by smoke-gray sleuths or zigzagging 
zanieś. She hardly glanced at the i^ous, oddly shaped, splen- 
didly flushed rock which yutted above the mountains and had 
been the take-off for niryana on the part of a temperamental 
show girl. The town was newly built, or rebuilt, on the fiat 
floor of a seven-thousand foot high valley; it would soon borę 
Lo, I hoped, and we would spin on to Califomia, to the 
Mesican border, to mythical bays, saguaro deserts, fatamor- 
ganas. Jos6 Ldzzartabengoa, as you remember, planned to take 
his Carmen to the Etats Uzds, I conjured up a Central Amer¬ 
ican tennis competition in which Dolores Haze and varioos 
Califomian schoolgirl champions would dazzhn^y participate. 
Good-wOl tours on that smfling level eliminate the distinction 
between passport and sporL Why did I hope we would be 
happy abroad? A change of environment is the traditional 
fellacy upon which doomed loves, and lungs, rely. 

Mrs. Hays, the brisk, brickly rouged, blue-eyed widów who 
ran the motor court, asked me if I were Swiss perchance, be- 
cause her sister had married a Swiss ski instructor. I was, 
whereas my daughter happened to be half Irish. I registered, 
Hays gave me the key and a twinkling sinfle, and, sl31 twin- 
kling, showed me where to park the car; Lo crawled out and 
shiyeied a little: the luminous evening air was decidedly crisp. 
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Upon entering £he cabin, sbe sat down on a chair at a card 
table, buried ber face in the crook of ber ann .and said sbe 
fdt awful. Sbamming, I thought, s bamm ing, no doubt, to 
evade my caiesses; I vras passionately paicbed; but sbe be- 
gan to wbimper in an nnusualły dreary way wben I attempted 
to fondle ber. Lolita iH. Lobta dying. Her skin was scalding 
botl I took ber temperaturę, oraBy, tben looked up a scribbled 
formula I fortnnatdy had in a jotter and after laboriously re- 
ducing tbe, meaiungless to me, degrees Fabrenbeit to tbe 
intimate centigrade of my cbildbood, found sbe bad 40.4, 
wbicb at least madę sense. Hysterical Httle nympbs tnigbt, I 
knw, run up aH kinds of temperaturę—even exceeding a 
fetal count And I would have given ber a sip of hot spiced 
winę, and two aspirins, and kissed the fever away, if, upon 
an ęyamination of ber lovely maila, one of the gems of ber 
body, I had not' seen tbat it was a buming red. I undressed 
ber. Her breatb was bittersweeL Her brown rosę tasted of 
blood. Sbe was sbaking from head to toe. Sbe complained of 
a painful stiffness in 4e upper yertebrae—^and I thought of 
poliomyebtis as any American parent. would. Giving up aH 
hope of intercourse, I wiapped ber up in a laprobe and carried 
ber into the car. Kind Mrs. Hays in the meantime had alerted 
tbe local doctor. "You ate lucky it happened here,” sbe said; 
for not only was Blue the best man in tbe distric^ but the 
Elphinstone hospital was as modem as modern could be, de- 
spite itś limited capacity. With a beterosexua] Etlkonig in pur- 
suit, tbither I drove, half-blinded by a royal sunset on tbe 
lowland side and gmded by a bttle old woman, a portable 
witcb, perbaps his daughter, whom Mrs. Hays had lent me, 
and whom I was never to see again. Dr. Blue, whose leaming, 
no doubt, was infiintely inferior to his reputation, assured me 
it was a virus infection, and wben I alluded to ber compara- 
tively recent fiu, curtly said this was another bug, be had 
forty such cases on his hands; all of wbicb sounded bke tbe 
“ague” of the ancients. I wondered if I sbould mention, with 
a casual cbuclcle, tbat my fifteen-year-old daughter bad had a 
minor accident wbile climbing an awknnrd fence with ber boy 
tóend, but knowing I was dtunk, I decided to withbold the 
Information till la ter if necessary. To an unsmiling blond bitch 
of a secretary I gave my daughteris age as “piactically sixteen.” 
mflel was not looldng, my cbild was taken anay from me! 
In \’ain I insisted I be allowed to spend the nigbt on a "n-el- 
come” mat in a comer of their damned hospitaL t ran up 
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constructiyistic flights of stairs, I tried to tracę my darling so as 
to tell Her she had better not babble, especiaEy if she felt as 
lightheaded as we aH did. At one point, I was rather dreadfuHy 
rude to a very young and very cheeky nurse with overdeveloped 
gluteal parts and blazing black eyes—of Basąue descent, as I 
leamed. Her father was an imported sbepherd, a trainer of 
sbeep dogs. Finally, I retumed to the car and remained in it 
for I do not Icnow how many hours, hunched up in tbe dark, 
stunned by my new solitude, looking out open-mouthed now 
at the diinly illumed, very sąuare and Iow hospital building 
sąuatting in the middle of its lawny błock, now up at the 
wash of stars and the jagged silvery ramparts of the haute 
montagne where at the moment Mary's father, lonely Joseph 
Lorę, was dreaming of Oloron, Lagore, Rolas—que sais-je/— 
or s^ucing a ewe. Such-like fragiant vagabond thoughts have 
been always a solące to me in times of unusual stress, and only 
when, despite libera! libations, I felt fairly numbed by the 
endless night, did I think of driying back to the motel, The old 
woman had isappeared, and I was not quite surę of my way. 
Wide gravel roads criss-crossed drowsy rectangular shadows. I 
madę out what looked like the silhouette of gallows on what 
was probably a school playground; and in another wastelike 
błock there rosę in domed silence the pale tempie of some local 
sećt I found the highway at last, and then tie motel, where 
millions of so-called “millers,” a Idnd of insect, were swarming 
around the neon contours of “No Vacancy”; and, when, at 
3 A JA., after one of those untimely hot showers which like 
some mordant only help to fix a man's despair and weanness, 
I lay on her bed that smelled of chestnuts and roses, and pep- 
pennint, and the very delicate, very special French perfume 
I latterly aHowed her to use, I found myself unable to assimi- 
late the simple fact that for the first time in two years I v/as 
separated from my Lolita. AIl at once it occurred to me that 
her illness was somehow the development of a theme—Ąat 
it had the same taste and tonę as the series of liriked im- 
pressions which had puzded and tormented me during our 
joumey; I imagined that secret agent, or secret łover, or 
prankster, or hallucination, or whatever he was, prowling 
around the hospital—and Aurora had hardly “warmed her 
hands,” as the pickers of lavender say in the country of my 
birth, when I found myself trying to get into that dungeon 
again, knocking upon its green doors, breakfastless, stool-less, 
in despair. 
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, This was Tnesday, and Wednesday or Thuisday, splendidly 
reacting lilce the darling she was to some "serum” {spaiTow’s 
sperm or dugong’s dung), she was much better, and the doctor 
said that in a couple of days she would be "sldppiog” again. 

Of the eight times I visited het, the last one alone remains 
sharply engiaved on my mind. It had been a great feat to come 
for I felt aD hoDowed out by the infeedon that by then was 
at Work on me too. Nonę wÓl know the strain it was to carry 
that bouąuet, that load of love, those books that I had tray- 
eled skty miles to buy: Browning’s Dramatic WotJcs, The 
History of Dancing, Clowns and Colmnbines, The Rnssian 
Ballet, Flowers of the Roefcies, The Theatre Guiid Aatbology, 
Tennis by Helen WiUs, who had won the National Junior 
Girl Singles at the age of fifteen. As I was staggering up to 
the door of my daughtei^s thirteen-dollai-a-day private loom. 
Mary Lorę, the beastly young part-time nurse who had taken 
an unconcealed dislike to me, emerged with a finished break- 
fast tray, placed it with a quick crash oń a chair in the cor- 
ridor, and, fundament figging, shot back into the room— 
probably to wara her poor httle Dolores that the tyrannic old 
father was creeping up on crepe soles, with books and bou¬ 
ąuet; the latter I had composed of wild flowen and beautiful 
leaves gathered with my own gloved hands on a mountain 
pass at sunrise (I hardly slept at aU that fateful week). 

Feeding my Carmencita well7 Idly I glanced at the tray. 
On a yoDc-stained piąte there was a crumpled enrelope. It had 
contained something, sińce one edge was tom, but there was 
no address on it—nothing at aH, save a phony armorial design 
with ‘Tonderosa Lodge” in green letters; thereupon I per- 
formed a chassd-croisd with Mary, who was in the act of 
bustling out again—^wonderful how fast they move and how 
little they do, those rampy young nurses. She glQss’ered at the 
envelope I had put back, uncrumpled. 

“You better not touch,” she said, nodding directionally. 
"Gould bum your fingers.” 

Below my dignity to rejoin. AIl I said was: 

"Je croyais que c'6tait mi bill—not a biDet doux.” Then, 
entering the sunny room, to Lolita: “Bonfour, mon petit.” 

‘Dolores,” said Mary Lorę, entering with me, past me, 
throu^ ihe, the plump whore, and blinking, and starting to 
fold very rapidly a white flannd blanket as she blinfcd: 
‘Dolores, your pappy thinks you are getting letters from my 
boy friend. It^s me (smugly tapping herself on the smaH gilt 
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cross she wore) gets tŁem. Acd my pappy can parlay-voo as 
well as yours.” 

She left the room. Dolores, so rosy and russet, lips freshly 
painted, hair briHiantly brushed, bare arms straightened out 
on neat coverlet, ky innocently beaming at me or nothrag. 
On the bed table, next to a paper naphin and a pencil, ber 
topaz ring bumed in the sun. 

“What gruesome funeral flowers," she said. “Thanks aD the 
same. But do you mind veiy much cutting out tbe French? It 
aimoys everybody.” 

Back at the usual rush came the ripe young hussy, reelang 
of urine and garlic, with the Deseiet News, which her fair 
patient eagerly accepted, ignoring the sumptuously illustiated 
yolumes I had brought 

“My sister Ann,” said Mary (topping Information with 
afterthought) “worlcs at the Ponderosa pkce.” 

Poor Bluebeard. Those brutal brothers. JEst-ce que tu ne 
m’aimes plus, ma Carmen? She never had. At the moment I 
knew my love was as hopeless as ever—^and I aiso knew the 
two girls wete conspirators, plotting in Basąue, or Zemfirian, 
against my hopeless love. I shall go further and say that Lo was 
playing a double gamę sińce she was also fooling sentimental 
Mary whora she had told, I suppose, that she wanted to dweH 
with her fun-loving young unde and not with cruel mekn- 
choly me. And another nurse whom I never identified, and 
the vflkge idiot who carted cots and cof&ns into the elevator, 
and the idiotic green love birds in a cage in the waiting room 
—all were in the plot, the sordid plot. 1 suppose Mary thought 
comedy father Professor Humbertoldi was interfering with 
the romance between Dolores and her father-substitute, roly- 
poły Romeo (for you were rather krdy, you know, Rom, de- 
q>ite all that "snów" and "joy jmce”). 

My throat hurt. I stood, swallowing, at the window and 
stared at the mountains, at the romantic rock high up in die 
smiling plotting sky. 

“My Carmen,” I said (I used to cali her that sometimes) 
“we shall Ieave this raw sore town as soon as you get out of 
bed.” 

“IncidentaDy, I want aH my clothes,” said the gitamTla, 
bumping up her knees and tuming to another page. 

. . Because, reaUy,” I continued, “there is no point in 
staying here.” 

There is no point in staying anywhere,” said Lolita. 
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I lowered myself into a cretonne chair and, opening the at- 
tractive botanical worlc, attempted, in the fever-liumming 
hush of the room, to identifiy my floweis. This proved im- 
possible. Presently a musical beli softly sounded someu’here 
in the passage. 

I do not think they had more than a dozen patients (three 
or four weie lunatics, as Lo had cheerfuUy infonned me 
eailier) in that show place of a hospital, and the stafE had 
too much leisure. However—^likewise for reasons of show— 
regulations were rigid. It is also true that I Icept coming at the 
wrong houis. Not without a seciet flow of dreamy mahce, 
visionaiy Mary (next time it will be une belle damę toute en 
bleu floating through Roaring Gulch) pluciced me by the 
sleeve to lead me ouL I looked at her hand; it droppcd. As 
I was Ieaving, leaving voluntariIy, Dolores Haze reminded me 
to bring her next moming . . . She did not remember where 
the various things she wanted were . . . “Bring me,” she 
cried (out ofsight already, door on the move, closing, closed), 
"the new gray suitcase and Mother’s tiunk”; but by next 
moming I was shiwring, and boozing, and dying in the motel 
bed she had used for just a few minutes, and the best I could 
do under the circular and dilating circumstances was to send 
the two bags over with the widow’s beau, a robust and Idndly 
trucker. I imagined Lo displaying ber treasures to Mary . . . 
No doubt, I was a little deUrious—and on the foDowing day I 
was still a vibration rather than a solid, for when I looked out 
of the bathroom window at tbe adjacent lawn, I saw Dolly’s 
beautiful young bicycle propped up there on its support, 
the graceful front wheel looking away from me, as it alwaj^s 
did, and a sparrow perched on the saddle—^but it was the 
landlad/s bike, and smiling a Uttle, and shaldng my poor 
head over my fond fancies, I tottered back to my bed, and 
lay as quiet as a saint— 

Saint, forsooth! \’vTiQe browm Dolores, 

On a patch of sunny green 
With Sanchicha rea^ng stories 
In a mowę magazine— 

—^which was represented by numerous specimens whcr£n’cr 
Dolores landcd, and there was some great national celcbration 
in town judging by the fireciackers, veritable bombs, that cx- 
ploded all the time, and at fire minutes to two pj.i. I hcard 
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the sound of whistiiing lips nearing the “half-opened door of 
my cabin, and then a thump upon it. 

It was big Frank. He remained framed in the opened door, 
one hand on its jamb, leaning forward a littłe. 

Howdy. Nurse Lorę was on the telephone, She wanted to 
know was I better and wonld I come today? 

At twenty paces Frank used to look a mountain of health; 
at five, as now, he was a ruddy mosaic of scars—^had been 
blown through a wali overseas; but despite nameless injuries he 
was able to man a tremendous truck, fish, hunt, drink, and 
buoyantly dally with roadside ladies. That day, either because 
it was such a great holiday, or simply because he wanted to 
divert a sick man, he had taken oflE the glove he usually wore 
on his left hand (the one pressing against the side of the 
door) and revealed to the fascinated sufferer not only an entire 
lack of fourth and fifth fingers, but also a naked girl, with 
cinnabar nipples and indigo delta, charmingly tattooed on 
the back of his crippled hand, its index and middle digit mak- 
ing her legs while his wrist borę her flower-crowned head. 
Oh, delicious . . . reclining against the woodwork, Iflce some 
sly fairy. 

I asked him to tell Mary Ix)re I would stay in bed aH day 
and would get into touch with my daughter sometime tomor- 
row if I felt probably Polynesian. 

He noticed the direction of my gazę and madę her right 
hip twitch amorously. 

“Okey-dokey,” big Frank sang out, slapped the jamb, and, 
whistling, carried my message away, and I went on drinking, 
and by moming the fever was góne, and although I was as limp 
as a toad, I put on the purple dressing gown over my maize 
yehow pajamas, and walked over to the ofBce telephone. 
Everything was fine. A bright voice informed me that yes, 
eyerjihing was fine, my dau^ter had checked out the day 
before, around two, her uncle, Mr. Gustave, had called for her 
Viath a cocker spaniel pnp and a smile for everyone, and a black 
Caddy Lack, and had paid Dolly's bill in cash, and told them 
to tell me I should not worry, and keep warm, they were at 
Grandpa’s ranch as agreed. 

Elphinstone was, and I hope still is, a very cute little town. 
It was spread like a maąuette, yon know, with its neat green- 
wool trees and red-roofed houses over the valley floor and I 
think I have alluded earlier to its model school and tempie 
and spacious rectangular blocks, some of which were, curiously 
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enougli, just nnconvenlional pastures with a miile or a unicora 
grazing in tŁe young July moming misL Very amusing: at one 
gravel-groaning sharp tum I sideswiped a parked car but said 
to mjwlf telestically—and, telepathically (I hoped), to its 
gesticulating owner—Siat I woidd return later, address Bird 
Scbool, Bird, New Bird, the gin Icept my heart aHve but 
bemazed my brain, and after some lapses and losses common 
to dream sequences, I fonnd myself in tbe reception room, 
trying to beat up the doctor, and roaring at peopic under 
chairs, and clamoring for Mary who lucldly for her ■was not 
there; rough hands pluclced at my dressing gown, ripping off a 
pocket, and somehow I seem to ba-\’e been sitting on a bald 
brown-headed patienb "whom I had mistalcen for Dr. Blue, 
and •who eventually stood up, remarking •with a preposterous 
accent: "Now, who is nevrotic, I ask?”—and then a gaunt 
unsmiling nurse presented me ■with seven beautiful, beautiful 
books and the exquisite]y folded tartan lap robę, and de- 
manded a receipt; and in the sudden silence I became an-are 
of a policeman in the hallway, to whom my fellow motorist 
■was pointing me out, and meddy I signed Óie very sjanbolic 
receipt, thus surrendering my lź)lita to aH those apes. But 
what else could I do? One simple and stark thought stood out 
and this ■was; ‘Treedom for the moment is e^•er5thing." One 
false move—and I might haw been madę to ezplain a life of 
crime. So I simukted a coming out of a daze. To my fellow 
motorist I paid what he thought was fair. To Dr. Blue, who 
by then was stroldng my hand, I spoke in tears of the liąuor 
I bolstered too freely a tricky but not neccssarily diseased 
heart ■with. To the hospital in generał I apologized wath a 
flourish that almost bowled me over, adding howwer that I 
was not on particularly good tenns ■with the rest of the Hum- 
bert ckn. To myself I whispered that I still had my gun, and 
was stiU a free man—free to tracę the fugitń^e, fiee to destroy 
my brother. 
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A THOUSAND-MXLE STRETCH of silk-smooth road .^eparated Kas- 
beam, where, to the best of my belief, the red fiend had been 
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scheduled to appear for the first time, and fateful Elphinstone 
which we Ład reached about a week before Independence Day. 
The joumey had taken up most of June for we had seldom 
madę morę than a hundred and fifty miles per traveŁng day, 
śpending the rest of the time, up to five days in one case, at 
various stopping places, all of titiem also prearranged, no doubt 
It was that stretch, then, along which the £end's spoor should 
be sought; and to this I devoted myself, after several urnnen- 
tionable days of dashing up and down the relentlessly radiattag 
roads in the vicinity of Elphinstone. 

Imagine me, reader, with my shyness, my distaste for any 
ostentation, my inherent sense of the comme il faut, imagine 
me masking the frenzy of my grief with a trembling ingratiat- 
ing smile while devising some casual pretext to flip through tiie 
hotel register: "Oh,” I would say, "I am almost positive that 
I stayed here once—^let me look up the entries for mid-June 
—^no, I see Tm wrong after aH—^what a very ąuaint name for 
a home town, Kawtagain. Thanks very much.” Or: "I had 
a customer staying here—I mislaid his address—may I . . .?” 
And every once in a wHle, especially if the operator of the 
place happened to be a certain type of gloomy małe, personal 
inspection of the books was denied me. 

I have a memo here: between July 5 and November 18, 
when I retumed to Beardsley for a few days, I registered, if 
not actually stayed, at 342 hotels, motels and tourist homes. 
This figurę includes a few registrations between Chestnut and 
Beardsley, one of which )aelded a shadow of the fiend (“N. 
Petit, Larousse, Ul.”); I had to space and time my inąuiries 
carefuHy so as not to attract undue attention; and there must 
have been at least fifty places where I merely inąuired at the 
desk—^but that was a fiitile ąuest, and I preferred building 
up a foundation of verisirailitude and good will by first pay- 
ing for an unneeded room. My survey showed that of the 
300 or so books inspected, at least 20 provided me with a 
clue: the loitering fiend had stopped even morę often than we, 
or else—^he was quite capable of that—^he had thrown in 
additional registrations in order to keep me well fumished 
with derisiye hints. Only in one case had be actually stayed 
at the same motor court as v/e, a few paces from Lolita's pil* 
Iow. In some instances be had taken up ąuarters in the same 
or in a neighboring błock; not infreąuently he had lain in 
y.nit at an intermediate spot between two bespoken points. 
How vividly I recalled Lobta, just before our departure from 
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Beardsley, prone on the parlor rug, studying tour boots and 
maps, and marłdng laps and stops with her lipstickl . 

I discovered at once that he had foreseen my invesfcigation 
and had planted insulting pseudonyms for my special benefiL 
At the very first motel Office I visited, Ponderosa Lodge, his 
entty, among a dozen obvioasly human ones, read: Dr. Gia- 
tiano Forbeson, Mirandola, NY. Its Italian Comedy conno- 
tations could not fail to stóke me, of course. The landlady 
deigned to infonn me that the gentleman had heen laid up for 
five days with a had cold, that he had left his car for repairs 
in some garage or other and that he had checked out on the 
4th of July. Yes, a girl caBed Aim Lorę had worked formerly 
at the Lodge, but was now married to a grocer in Cedar City. 
One moonlit lught I waylaid white-shoed Mary on a solitary 
Street; an automaton, she was about to shriek, but I managed 
to humanize her by the simple act of falling on my Imees 
and with pious yelps imploring her to help. She did not know 
a thing, she swore. Who was this Gratiano Forbeson? She 
seemed to waver. I whipped out a hundred-doBar bBl. She 
lifted it to the light of łhe moon. “He is your brother," she 
whispered at lasL I plucked the bfll out of her moon-cold 
hand, and spitting out a French curse tumed and ran assay. 
This taught me to rdy on myself alone. No detective could 
discover the clues Trapp had tuned to my mind and manner. 
I could not hope, of course, he would ever leave his correct 
name and address; but I did hope he might slip on the glaze 
of his own subtlety, by daring, say, to introduce a richer and 
morę personal shot of color than was strictly necessarj', or by 
.Tevealing too much through a qualitative sum of quantitati\’e 
parts which revealed too httle. In one thing he succeeded; 
he succeeded in thoroughly enmeshing me and my thrashing 
anguish in his demoniacal gamę. With infinite sbT, he sv,'ayed 
and staggered, and regained an impossible balance, als^nys 
leaving me with the sportive hope—if I may use such a term 
in speaking of betrayal, fury, desolation, horror and hate— 
that he might gi\'e himself away next time. He ne\'er did— 
though coming damn close to it. We aB admire the spangled 
acrobat with classical grace meticulously nalking his tight ropę 
in the talcnm light; but how much rarer art therc is in the 
sagging ropę espert wearing scarecrow clothes and impersonat- 
ing a grotesque drunk! I should know. 

The clues he left did not establish his identity but thcy re- 
flected his personahty, or at least a certain homogenous and 
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strilang personality; his genie, his type of humor—at its best 
at least—^the tonę of his brain, had affinities "with my own. He 
mimed and mocked me. His allusions were definitely higb- 
brow, He -was weH-iead. He knew Fiench. He "was versed in 
logodaedaly and logomancy. He was an. amateur of sex lorę, 
He had a feminine handwriting, He could change his name 
but he could not disguise, no matter how he slanted them, his 
very peculiar fs, w^s and Ts, Quelquepart Island was one of 
his fayorite residences. He did not use a fountain pen wbich 
fact, as any psychoanalyst w31 tell you, meant that Óie patient 
was a repressed undinisŁ One mercifully hopes there are water 
nymphs in the Styx. 

His main trait was his passion for tantalization. Goodness, 
what a tease the poor fehow wasi He chąBenged my scholar- 
ship. I am suflBcientły proud of my knowing something to be 
modest about my not Imowing aU; and I daresay I missed some 
elements in that cryptogrammic paper chase. What a shiver 
of triumph and loathing shook my frail frame V/hen, among 
the plain innocent names in the hotel recorder, his fiendish 
conundrum would ejaculate in my facel I noticed that when- 
ever he fdt his enigraas were becoming too recondite, even for 
such a solver as I, he would lure me back with an easy one. 
“Ars^e Łupin” was obyious to a Frenchman who remem- 
bered the detective stoiies of his youth; and one hardly had to 
be a Coleridgian to appredate the trite poke of "A. Person, 
Porlock, England.” In horrible taste but basically suggestis^e 
of a cultured man—^not a płoliceman, not a common goon, not 
a lewd salesman—^were such assumed names as “Arthur Rain- 
bow”—^plainly the travestied author of Le Bateau Bleu—let 
me laugh a httle too, gentlemen—and “Morris Schmetter- 
ling,” of L'Oiseau Ivie famę (touchd, readerl), The silly but 
funny “D, Orgon, Elmira NY," v/as from Molidre, of course, 
and because I had quite recently tried to interest Lolita in a 
famous 18th-century play, I welcomed as an old friend “Harry 
Bumper, Sheridan, Wyo.” An ordinary encyclopedia informed 
me who the peculiar looldng “Phineas Qnimby, Lebanon, 
NH” was; and any good Freudian, with a German name and 
some interest in religions prostitution, should recognize at a 
glance the implication of “Dr, Kitzler, Eryrc, Miss.” So far so 
good. That sort of fun was shoddy but on the whole imper- 
sonal and thus innocuous. Among entries that arrested my 
attention as imdoubtable dues per se but baffled me in respect 
to their finer points I do not care to mention many sińce I 
fecl I am groping in a border-land mist with verbal phantoms 
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tuming, perhaps, into li\'ing TOcationists. Who Tras 
Randall, Ramble, Ohio”? Or 'was he a real person who just 
happened to wiite a hand similar to “N5. AristofF, CatageTa, 
NY”7 What was the sting in "Catagela”? And what about 
‘7aines Mayor MorreU, Hoaiton, Engknd”? "Aristophanes,” 
“hoax”—^fine, bnt what was I missing? 

There was one strain mnning through aH that pseudonymity 
which caused me espedaHy painful palpitations when I came 
across it Such things as "G. Tiapp, Genewa, NY.” was the 
sign of treacheiy on Lolita’s part. “Anbiey Beardsley, Quel- 
ąuepart Island” suggested morę Incidly than the garbled tele- 
phone message had that the starting point of the affair should 
be loohed for in the EasL “Lucas Picador, Menymay, Pa.,” 
insinuated that my Carmen had betrayed my pathetic endear- 
ments to the impostor. Horribly cmel, forsooth, was “\VII1 
Brown, Dolores, Colo.” The gruesome "Harold Haze, Tomb- 
stone, Arizona” (which at another time would have appealed 
to my sense of humor) implied a familiarity with the girrs 
past that in nightmare fashion suggested for a moment that 
my ąuarry was an old friend of the femily, maybe an old flame 
of Qiailotte’s, maybe a redresser of wrongs ("Donald Quix, 
Sierra, Nev.”). But the most penetrating bodldn was the 
anagramtailed entry in the register of Chestnut Lodge ‘Ted 
Hunter, Cane, NH.”. 

The garbled license numbers left by aH these Persons and 
Orgons and MoreUs and Trapps only told me that motel kcep- 
crs omit to check if guests’ cars are accurately listed. Rcfer- 
ences—^incompletely or incorrectly indicated—to the cars the 
fiend had hired for short laps between Wace and Elphinstone 
were of course useless; the license of the initial Aztec was a 
shimmer of shifting numerals, some transposed, others altered 
or omitted, but somehow forming interrelated combinations 
(such as "WS 1564" and "SH 1616,” and Q32888" or "CU 
88322”) which howeyer nere so cunningly contriyed as to 
ne\er re\'eal a common denominator. 

It occurred to me that after he had tumed that convcTtible 
over to accomplices at Wace and switched to the stagc-motor 
car sj’stem, his successors might have been less careful and 
might ha\e inscribed at some hotd oEce the archh-pe of those 
intenelated figures. But if looldng for the fiend along a road I 
knew he had taken nas such a complicated \ague and un- 
profitable business, what could I cxpect ftom any attcmpt to 
tracę unknown motorists tiaveling along nnknown routcs? 
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By THE TIME I reached Beardsley, m the course of the liar- 
rowing recapitulation I have now discussed at sufficient length, 
a complete image had formed in my mind; and througłi the— 
always rislcy—process of elimination I had reduced this image 
to the only concrete source that morbid cerebration and torpid 
memory could give it. 

Except for the Rev. Rigor Mortis (as the girls called hira), 
and an old gentleman who taught non-obligatory German and 
Latin, there were no regular małe teachers at Beardsley School. 
But on two occasions an art instructor on the Beardsley Col¬ 
lege faculty had come over to show the schoolgirls magie lan- 
tem pictures of French castles and nineteenth-century paint- 
ings. I had wanted to attend those projections and tallcs, bat 
DoUy, as was her wont, had ashed me not to, period. I also 
remembered that Gaston had referred to that particular lec- 
torer as a brilliant garęon; but that was ah; memory refused to 
supply me with the name of the chateau-loyer. 

On the day fixed for the execution, I walked through the 
sleet across the campus to the information desk in Maker Hall, 
Beardsley Gohege. There I leamed that the feUow*s name was 
Riggs (rather like that of the minister), that he was a bachelor, 
and that in ten minutes he would issue from the “Museura" 
where he was having a dass. In the passage leading to the audi- 
torium I sat on a marble bench of sorts donated by Cecilia 
Dalrymple Ramble, As I waited there, in prostatic discomfort, 
druidc, sleep-starved, with my gtm in my fist in my raincoat 
pocket, it suddenly oceurred to me that I was demented and 
was about to do something stupid. There was not one chance 
in a mOlion that Albert Riggs, Ass. Prof., was hiding my Lolita 
at his Beardsley home, 24 Pritchard Road. He could not be the 
yillain. It was absolutely preposterpus. I was losing my time 
and my wits. He and she were in Califomia and not herc 
at ah. 

Presendy, I noticed a yague commotion bchind sorae white 
statues; a door—^not the one I had bcen staring at—opencd 
briskly, and amid a bevy of women students a baldish head 
and two bright brown eyes bobbed, adyanced. 

He was a total stranger to me but insisted wc had met at a 
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lawn party at Beardsley Scliool. Hem* was my delightful termis- 
playing daughter? He had another dass. He would be seeing 
me. 

Another attempt at Identification was less speedily resolved: 
through an advertisement in one of Lo's magazines I dared to 
get in tonch with a private detective, an ex-pngilist, and merely 
to gi\'e bim some idea of the method adopted by the fiend, I 
acąuainted bim witb tbe Idnd of names and addresses I bad 
coflected. He demanded a goodisb deposit and for two j’eaTS— 
two years, readerl—tbat imbecile busied bimself witb checlcing 
tbose nonsense data. I bad long sev'ered alł monetary relations 
witb bim wben be tumed up one day witb tbe triumpbant in- 
formation tbat an eigbty-year old Indian by tbe name of Bill 
Brown liyed near Dolores, Colo. 
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This book is about Lobta; and now tbat I bave reacbed the 
part wbieb (had I not been forestalled by another intemal 
combustion martyr) raight be called “Dolores Disparue,” 
tbere would be bttle sense in analjzing tbe three emptj’ years 
tbat fobowed. While a few pertinent points have to be 
marted, the generał impression I desire to conve>' is of a sidc 
door crasbing open in bfe's fuli flight, and a rusb of roaring 
black time drowning with its whipping wind the cxy of lone 
disaster. 

Singularly enougb, I seldom if e\'er dreamed of Lobta as I 
remembered ber—as I saw ber constantly and obsessively in 
my conscious mind during my da 3 ’mares and insomnias. Morę 
precisely: sbe did baunt my sleep but sbe appeared there in 
strange and ludicrous disguises as Yaleria or Charlotte, or a 
cross between them. Tbat complez ghost would comc to me, 
sbedding shift after sbift, in an atmospbere of great mchn- 
cboly and disgust, and would reebne in dub in\itation on 
some narrow board or bard settee, with flesb ajar blcc the rub- 
ber salve of a soccer bab’s bladder. I would find mr^self, den- 
tures fractured or bopclessly mislaid, in borrible ch 2 mhTcs 
gamies wbere I would be enteitained at tedious ririsccting 
parties tbat genetaby ended witb Charlotte or Yaleria wcep- 
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ing in my bleeding arms and being tenderly Idssed by my 
brotherly lips in a dream disorder of auctioneered Yiennese 
bric4-biac, pity, impotence and the brown wigs of tiagic old 
women who hąd just been gassei 

One day I removed from the car and destroyed an accumula- 
tion of teen-magazines. You know the sort. Stone age at heait; 
up to datę, or at least Mycenaean, as to hygiene. A handsome, 
very ripe actress with huge lashes and a pulpy red underlip, 
endorsing a shampoo. Ads and fads. Young scholars dote on 
plenty of pleats—que cMtait loin, fout celaf It is your hostess’ 
duty to provide robes. Unattached details take all the sparlde 
out of your conversation. All of us have known "pickers”—one 
who picks her cuticle at the office party. Unless he is very 
elderly or very important, a man should remove his gloves 
before shaking hands with a woman. Invite Romance by wear- 
ing the Exciting New Tummy Flattener. Trims tums, nips 
hips. Tristram in Movielove. Yessirl The Joe-Roe maritó 
enigma is making yaps flap. Glamourize yourself ąuickly and 
mexpensively. Comics. Bad girl dark hair fat father cigar; good 
girl red hair handsome daddums clipped mustache. Or that 
repulsive strip with the big gagoon and his wife, a kiddoid 
gnomide. Et moi qui t'offrais mon g^nie ... I recalled the 
rather charming nonsense verse I used to write her when she 
was a child: “nonsense,” she used to say mockingly, “is cor- 
recL” 


The Sąuirl and his Sąuirrel, the Rabs and their Rabbits 
Have certain obscure and peculiar habits. 

Małe humming birds make the most exquisite rockets. 
The Snake when he walks holds his hands in his pock- 

ets . . . 

Other things of hers were harder to relinąuish. Up to the 
end of 1949, I cherished and adored, and stained with my 
kisses and mcrman tears, a pair of old sneakers, a bo/s shiit 
she had wom, some ancient blue jeans I found in the trunk 
compartment, a crumpled school cap, suchlike wanton treas- 
ures. Then, when I understood my mind was cracking, I 
collected these sundry belongings, addcd to them what had 
been stored in Beardsley—a box of books, her bicycle, old 
coats, galoshes—and on her fifteenth birthday mailed every- 
thing as an anonymous gift to a home for orphaned girls on 
a vrindy lakę, on the Canadian border. 
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It is }ust possible that had I gone to a strong hypnotist he 
miglit liave extracted from me and anayed ra a logiral pattem 
certain chance memories that I have threaded throngh my 
book with considerably morę ostentation than they present 
themselves with to my mind even now when I know what to 
seek in the past At the time I felt I Ts'as merdy losing contact 
with reality; and after spending the rest of the winter and 
most of the foUowing spring in a Quebec sanatoriom where 
I had stayed before, I resolved fiist to settle some afćairs of 
minę in New York and then to proceed to Califomia for a 
thorough search there. 

Here is something I composed in my retieat: 

Wanted, wanted: Dolores Haze. 

Hair: brown. Lips: scarlet. 

Age: fi\'e thousand three hundrcd days. 

Profession: nonę, or "starlet.” 

■^^Tiere are you hiding, Dolores Haze? 

Why are you hiding, darling? 

(I talk in a daze, I walk in a maze^ 

I cannot get out, said the starling). 

Where are you riding, Dolores Haze? 

■\^Tiat make is the mapo carpet? 

Is a Cream Cougar the present craze? 

And where are you parked, my car pet? 

\yho is your hero, Dolores Haze? 

StiU one of those blue-caped star-men? 

Oh the balmy days and the palmy baj-s. 

And the cars, and the bars, my Carmenl 

Oh Dolores, that juke-box hurtsl 

Are you still dancin’, darlin’7 

(Both in wom levis, both in tom T-shirts, 

And I, in my comer, snarlin'). 

Happy, happy is gnailed McFate 
Touring the States wth a child wife, 

Plowang his Molly in e%-ny State 
Among the protected ^^ild lifc. 

My DoUy, my fohy! Her cj-es were rair. 

And nmer dosed when I kissed hcr. 
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Know an old perfume called Soleil Vert? 

Aie you from Paris, mister? 

Uautre soir tm air hoid cTopdra m^alitz; 

Son £€16 — hien fol est qm s'y Bel 
n neige, le dócoT s'ócioule, LoUtaJ 
Lolita, ątfai-je fait de ta vie? 

Dying, dying, Lolita Haae, 

Of hate and remorse, Fm dying. 

And again my hairy fist I raise. 

And again I hear you crying. 

Officer, officer, there they go— 

In the rain, wliere that ligtted storę isl 
And her socks are white, and I love her so. 

And her name is Haze, Dolores. 

Officer, officer, there they are— 

Dolores Haze and her loverl 

Whip out your guu and foUow that car, 

Now tumbie out, and take cover. 

Wanted, wanted: Dolores Haze. 

Her dream-giay gazę never flinches. 

Ninety pounds is aH she weighs 
With a height of sucty inches. 

My car is limping, Dolores Haze, 

And the last long lap is tbe hardest. 

And I shall be dumped where the weed decays. 

And the rest is rust and stardusŁ 

By psychoanalyzing this poem, I notice it is reaUy a mani- 
ac’s masterpiece. The slark, stiff, lurid rhymes correspond very 
ezactly to certain perspectiveless and terrible landscapes and 
figures, and magmfied parts of landscapes and fignres, as drawn 
by psychopaths in tests devised by therr astute trainers, I wrote 
many morę poems. I immersed myself in the poetiy of others. 
But not for a second did I forget the load of revenge, 

I would be a knave to say, and the reader a fool to believe, 
shock of losing Lolita cured me of pederosis. My 
accuised naturę could not change, no matter how my love for 
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her dii On playgrounds and beaches, my sullen and stealthy 
eye, against my stiU songht out the flash of a n}Tnphet's 
linbs, the sly tolcens of Lolita’s bandmaids and rosegirlś. But 
one essential vision in me had withered: never did I dwell now 
on possibiłities of bliss with a little maiden, specific or syn- 
thetic, in some out-of-the-way place; ne\"er did my fancy sini: 
its fengs into LoIita’s sisters, far far away, in the coves of 
evolced islands. That was all over, for the time being at least 
On the other hani alas, two years of monstrous indulgence 
had left me with certain habits of Inst: I feared lest the void 
I lived in might drive me to plunge into the freedom of sud- 
den insanity when confronted with a chance temptation in 
some lane between school and supper. Solitude was corrupting 
me. I needed company and care. My heart was a hysterical 
unreliable organ. TlIus is how Rita enters the picture. 
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She was twice Lolita’s age and three ąuarters of minc: a vcry 
slight, darlc-haired, pale-sidnned adult, wdghing a hundred and 
five pounds, with charmingly asjunmetrical eycs, an angular, 
lapidly sketched profile, and a most appealing enseJiure to her 
supple back—I think she had some Spanish or Babylonian 
blood. I picked her up one depraved May evening somcwhere 
between Montreal and New York, or morę narrowly, bctwccn 
Toylestown and Blake, at a darkishly burning bar undcr the 
sign of the Tigermoth, where she was amiably drunk: she in- 
sisted we had gone to school together, and she placcd her 
trembling h'ttle hand on my ape paw. My senses were rery 
shghdy stirred but I decided to give her a trj-; I did—and 
adopted her as a constant companion. She was so kind, was 
Rita, such a good sport, that I daresay she would ha\-e gisan 
herself to any pathetic creature or fallac}’, an old broken ticc 
or a bereaved porcupine, out of sheer chumminess and córa- 
passion. 

WTien I fint met her she had but rcccntly d[ivorccd her 
third husband—and a little morę rcccntly had bcen abandoned 
by her sc\-enth caraher scrvant—the others, the mutablcs, were 
too numerons and mobile to tabulatc. Her brother was—and 
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no doubt stin is—a prominent, pasty-faced, suspenders-and- 
painted-tie-wearing politician, mayor and booster of bis ball- 
pkying, Bible-reading, gram-handbng borne town. For tbe last 
eigbt years be had been paying his great bttle sister seyeral 
hundred doUars per month under tbe stringent condition that 
sbe would never never enter great little Grainball City. Sbe 
told me, with wails of wonder, tbat for some God-damn reason 
every new boy friend of bers would first of all take ber Grain- 
ball-ward: it was a fetal attraction; and before sbe knew wbat 
was wbat, sbe would find herself sucked into tbe lunar orbit 
of tbe town, and would be following tbe flood-lit drive tbat 
encircled it—"going round and round,” as sbe pbrased it, 
"like a God-damn mulberry moth." 

Sbe had a natty bttle coupć; and in it we txaveled to Cab- 
fomia so as to give my venerable yebicle a resL Her natural 
speed was ninety. Dear Rital We cniised together for two dim 
years, from summer 1950 to summer 1952, and sbe was tbe 
sweetest, simplest, gendest, dumbest Rita imaginable. In com- 
parison to ber, Yalecbka was a Scblegel, and Charlotte a Hegd. 
There is no earthly reason wby I sbould daby witb ber in 
tbe margin of tbis sinister memoir, but let me say (hi, Rita— 
whereyer you are, drunk or hangoyerish, Rita, bil) that sbe 
was tbe most sdothing, tbe most comprehending companion 
that I ever bad, and certainly sayed me from tbe madhouse. I 
told ber I was trying to tracę a girl and ping that girbs buUy. 
Rita solemnly approyed of tbe plan—and in tbe course of 
some inyestigation sbe undertook on ber own (without reaUy 
knowing a dung), around San Humbertino, got entaugled 
witb a pretty ay^ crook herself; I had tbe deyil of a time 
retrieying ber—used and bruised but stfll cocky, Then one 
day sbe proposed playing Russian rordette with my sacred 
automatic; I said you couldn’t, it was not a reyolyer,'knd we 
struggled for it, nntQ at last it went o£E, touching off a yeiy 
^in and yery comical spurt of hot water from the hole it madę 
in the wab of tbe cabin room; I remember ber shrieks of 
laugbter. 

The oddly prepubescent curye of ber back, ber ricey skin, 
ber slow languorous colombine kisses kept me from mischief. 
It is not the artistic aptitudes that are secondary sexual cbar- 
acters as some sbams and shamans baye said; it is the other 
way around; sex is but the ancOla of art One rather mysterions 
spree that bad interestmg repercussions I must notice. I bad 
abandoned tbe searcb: the fiend was either in Tartary or bum- 
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ing away in my cerebeHum (tŁe fiames fanned by my fancy 
and grief) but certainly not baving Dolores Haze play cham¬ 
pion tennis on the Pac^c CoasL One aftemoon, on our ■n’ay 
bacie East, in a bideous hotel, the land where thej' hołd con- 
yentions and where labeled, fat, pink men stagger around, all 
first names and business and booze—dear Rita and I awoke 
to find a third in our room, a blond, almost albino, young 
feUow with •wbite eyelashes and large transparent ears, 'wbom 
neither Rita nor I recalled having ever seen in our sad lives. 
Sweating in tihick dirty underwear, and with old army boots 
on, he lay snoring on the double bed beyond my chaste Rita. 
One of his front teeth was gone, amber pustules grew on his 
forehead. Ritochka envelop^ her sinuous nudity in my rain- 
coat—^the first thing at hand; I slipped on a pair of candy- 
striped drawers; and -we toot stock of the situation. Five 
glasses had been used, which, in the way of clues, was an em- 
banassment of riches. The door ■was not properly closed. A 
sweater and a pair of shapeless tan pants by on the floor. We 
shook their owner into miserable consciousness. He was com- 
pletely amnesic. In an accent that Rita recognized as pure 
Brooldynese, he peerashly insinuafed that somehow we had 
purloined his (worthless) identity. We rushed him into his 
dothes and left him at the nearest hospital, realizing on the 
way that somehow or other after forgotten gyiations, we wxre 
in GrainbaD. Half a year bter Rita ■wrote the doctor for ne^’.•s. 
Jack Humbertson as he had been tastelessly dubbed was stall 
isolated from his personal pasta Oh Mnemosyne, sweetest and 
most mischievous of muses! 

I would not have mentioned this incident had it not started 
a chain of ideas that resulted in my publishing in the Cantrfp 
Review an essay on “Mimir and Memory,” in ■which I sug- 
gested among other things that seemed original and important 
to that splendid rewew^s bene\-olent readers, a theory of per- 
ceptual time based on the circulation of the blood and con- 
ceptuaHy depending (to fili up this nutshell) on the mind’s 
being conscious not only of matter but also of its orni scif, 
thus creating a continuous spanning of two points (the stor- 
able futurę and the stored past). In result of this ventuTC— 
and in culmination of the impression madę by my prc\'ious 
travaux—I was called from New York, where Rita and I 'u-crc 
liring in a little fiat with a wew' of gleaming children taking 
shower baths far below in a fountainous arbor of Central 
Park, to Cantrip CoUege, four hundred miles a^way, for one 
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year. I lodged there, in special apartments for poets and 
philosophers, from September 1951 to June 1952, -while Rita 
whoin I prefened not to display yegetated—somewbat in- 
decorously, I am afraid—^in a roadside inn wbere I visited her 
twice a week. Then she vanisbed—^more humanly than her pred- 
ecessor had done; a month later I found her in the locał jail. 
She TOS trśs digne, had had her appendk remoyed, and man- 
aged to convince me that the beautiful bluish furs she had 
been accused of stealing from a Mrs. Roland MacCrum had 
reaUy been a spontaneous, if somewhat alcoholic, gift from 
Roland himself. I succeeded in getting her out wióiout ap- 
pealing to her touchy brother, and soon afterwards we drove 
back to Central Park West, by TOy of Briceland, where we 
had stopped for a few houts the year before. 

A curious urge to relive my stay there with Lolita had got 
hołd of me. I was entering a phase of existence where I had 
given up ah hope of tracing her Iddnaper and her. I now at- 
tempted to fali back on old settings in order to save what stiD 
could be saved in the way of souvenir, souvenir gue me veuX' 
fu? Autumn was ringing in the air. To a post card reąuesting 
twin beds Professor Hamburg got a prompt expression of 
legret in reply. They were fuli up. They had one bathless 
basement room with four beds which they thought I would 
not want Their notę paper was headed; 


The Enchanted Huntees 

KEAE CHUECHES NO POGS 

AU legał beyerages 

I wondered if the last statement was tnie. AU? Did they have 
for instance sidewalk grenadine? I also wondered if a hunter, 
enchanted or otherwise, would not need a pointer morę than a 
pew, and with a spasm of pain I recalled a scene worthy of a 
great artist; petite nymphe accroupie; but that silky cocker 
spaniel had perhaps been a baptized one. No—I felt 1 could 
not endure the throes of revisiting that lobby. There was a 
much better possibility of retrievable time elsewhere in soft, 
rich-colored, autumnal Briceland. Leaving Rita in a bar, I 
madę for the tmvn hhraiy. A twittering spinster was only too 
glad to help me disinter mid-August 1947 from the bound 
Briceland Gazefte, and presently, in a secluded nook under a 
naked hght I was tuming the enormous and fragfle pages of 
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a coEn-black Yolume almost as big as Lolita. 

Readerl Bruder/ What a foolisb Hamburg tbat Hamburg 
■wasi Since his supersensitive system -was loath to face the 
actual scene, he thought he could at least enjoy a secret part 
of it—^which reminds one of tŁe tenth or twentieth soldier 
in the raping queue ■who throws the girrs black shawl over 
her white face so as not to see those impossible eyes while 
talang his militaiy pleasure in the sad, sacked vfflage. What I 
lusted to get was the printed picture that had chanced to 
absorb my trespassing image while the Gazette’s photogiapher 
was concentrating on Dr. Braddoch and his group. Passionately 
I hoped to find preserved the portiait of the artist as a younger 
brate. An innocent camera catching me on my darh way to 
Lolita’s bed—^what a magnet for Mnemosynel I carmot well 
explain tiie trae naturę of that urge of minę. It was allied, I 
suppose, to that swooning curiosity which impels one to 
esamine with a magnifying glass bleak httle figures—still life 
practicaUy, and everybody about to throw up—at an eariy 
moming execution, and the patient’s espression impossible to 
make out in the prinL Anyway, I was literally gasping for 
breath, and one comer of the book of doom kept stabbing 
me in the stornach while I scanned and skimmed . , , Bnite 
Fotce and Possessed were coming on Sunday, the 24th to both 
theaters. Mr. Purdom, independent tobacco auctioneer, said 
that ever sińce 1925 he had been an Omen Faustum smoker. 
Husky Hank and his petite bride were to be the guests of 
Mr. and Mrs. Reginald G. Gore, 58 Inchkeith Ave, The size 
of certain parasites is one sixth of the host Dunkerąue was 
fortified in the tenth century. Misses’ socks, 39 c. Saddle Ox- 
fords 3.98. Winę, wine, ■winę, quipped the author of Dark 
Age who refused to be photographe^ may suit a Persian bub- 
ble bird, but I say gń^e me rain, rain, rain on the shingle 
roof for roses and inspiration every time. Dimples are caused 
by the adherence of the skin to the deeper tissues. Greeks 
repulse a heavy gueriHa assault—and, ah, at last, a little figurę 
in white, and Dr. Biaddock in black, but whate\er spectral 
shoulder v>'as brushing against his ample form—nothing of 
myself could I make out 

I went to find Rita who introduced me with her vin triste 
™ile to a pocket-sized wizened truculently faght old man say- 
ing this was—^what -was that name again, son?—a former 
schoolmate of hers. He tried to retain her, and in the slight 
scuffle that followed I hurt my thumb against his hard hcad. 
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In £he silent painted park where I waBced her and aired her 
a little, she sobbed and said I would soon, soon leave her as 
everybody had, and I sang her a wistful French ballad, and 
strung together some fugitiye rhymes to amuse her: 

The place was called Enchanfed Hunfers. Query: 
What Indian dyes, Diana, did thy dell 
endorse to make of Picture Lakę a veiy 
blood bath of trees before the blue hotel? 

She said: “Why blue when it is white, why blue for 
heaven*s sake?” and started to ery again, and I marched her 
to the car, and we drove on to New York, and soon she was 
reasonably happy again high up in the haze on the little terrace 
of our flat. I hotice I have somehow mixed up two events, my 
visit with Rita to Briceland on our way to Cantrip, and our 
passing through Briceland again on our way back to New 
York, but such suffusions of swimming colors are not to be 
disdained by the artist in recoUection. 



My letterbok in the entrance hall belonged to the type that 
allows one to glimpse something of its contents through a 
glassed slit. Several tunes already, a trick of harleąuin light that 
fell through the glass upon an dien handwriting had twisted it 
into a semblance of Lolita’s script causing me almost to col- 
lapse as I leant against an adjacent um, almost my own. 
Whenever that happened—^whenever her lovely, loopy, child- 
ish scrawl was horribly transformed into the duli hand of one 
of my few correspondents—I used to recollect, with anguished 
amusement, the times in my trustful, pre-dolorian past when I 
would be misled by a jewel-bright window opposite wherein my 
lurlang eye, the ever alert periscope of my shameful vice, would 
make out Lom afar a half-naked nymphet stilled in the act of 
combing her Alice-in-Wonderland hair. There was in the 6ery 
phantasm a perfection which madę my wild delight also per- 
fect, just because the vision was out of reach, with no possi- 
bility of attainment to spoi! it by the awareness of an ap- 

240 


■X 



pended taboo; indeed, it may weH be iŁat the yery attraction 
immaturity has for me lies not so much in the limpidity of 
pnre young forbidden fairy chfld beauty as in the security of 
a situation where infinite perfections fili the gap between the 
little given and the great promised—the great rosegray never- 
to-be-had. Mes fenBtresl Hanging above blotched sunset and 
weDing night, grinding my teeth, I would crcrwd aH the de- 
mons of my desire against the lailing of a throbbing balcony: 
it would be ready to talce off in the apricot and black humid 
evening; did tahe off—^wherenpon the lighted image would 
move and Eve would revert to a rib, and there would be noth- 
ing in the window but an obese pautly clad man reading the 
paper. 

Since I sometimes won the race between my fancy and 
nature’s reality, the deception was beaiable. Unbearable pain 
began when chance entered the fiay and deprived me of the 
smile meant for me. '‘Savez-vous qn'ś dix ans ma petite dtait 
folie de vous?” said a woman I talked to at a tea in Paris, and 
the petite had just married, mfles away, and I could not even 
remember if I had ever noticed her in that garden, next to 
those tennis courts, a dozen years before. And now Idcewise, 
the radiant foreglimpse, the promise of reality, a promise not 
only to be simulated seductively but also to be nobly held— 
aH this, chance denied me—chance and a change to smaller 
characters on the pale beloved writer^s part My fancy nas 
botia Proustianized and Procmsteanized; for that particular 
moming, early in September 1952, as I had come donn to 
grope for my mafl, the dapper and bilious janitor nath whom 
I was on execrable terms started to complain that a man 
who had seen Rita home recently had been “sick like a dog” 
on the front steps. In the process of listening to him and 
tipping him, and then listening to a resased and politer ncrrion 
of the incident, I had the impression Siat one of tbe hvo 
letters which that blessed mail brought n-as from Rita’s 
mother, a crazy little woman, whom n-e had once \Tsitcd on 
Cape Cod and who kept writing me to my s-arious addresses, 
sajing how wonderfuHy weh matched her daughter and I 
were, and how wonderful it would be if n-c married; the otlicr 
Ictter which I opened and scanned rapidly in tbe clcrator nns 
from John Farlow. 

I have often noticed that we are inclined to endow our 
friends with the stability of t>pe that literaiy characters .nc- 
ąuire in the TeadcT’s mind. No matter how many times we 
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reopen “King Lear,” never shall we find the good Idng banging 
his tankard in high reyelry, all woes forgotten, at a jolly reuniou 
with ah three daughters and their lapdogs. Neyęr will Emma 
lahy, revived hy the sympatŁetic salts in Flauhert’s fathei^s 
timely tear. Whatever evolution this or that popular character 
has gone through between the book covers, his fate is faed 
in our minds, and, similarly, we expect our friends to follow 
this or that logical and conventionaI pattem we have fixed for 
them. Thus X will never compose the immortal musie that 
would clash with the second-rate symphonies he has aceus- 
tomed us to. Y will never commit murder. Under no circum- 
stances can Z ever betray us. We have it all arranged in our 
minds, and the less often we see a particular person the morę 
satisfying it is to check how obediently he conforrris to our 
notion of him every time we hear of him. Any deviation in 
the fates we have ordained would strike us as not only anom- 
alous but unethical. We would prefer not to have known at 
all our neighbor, the retired hot-dog stand operator, if it tums 
out he has just produced the greatest book of poetry his age 
has seen. 

I am sa3ńng all this in order to explain how bewildered I was 
by Farlov?s hysterical letter. I knew his wife had died but I 
certainly expected him to remain, throughout a devout widow- 
hood, the duli, sedate and reliable person he had always been. 
Now he wrote that after a brief visit to the U.S. he had re- 
tumed to South America and had decided that whatever affairs 
he had controHed at Ramsdale he would hand over tb Jack 
Windmuller of that town, a lawyer whom we both knew. He 
seemed particularly relieved to get rid of the Haze “complica- 
tions.” He had married a Spanish girl. He had stopped smok¬ 
ing and had gained thirty pounds. She was very young and a 
ski champion. They were going to India for their honeymon- 
soon. Since he was “building a farndy” as he put it, he would 
have no time henceforth for my affairs which he termed “very 
strange and very aggravating.” Busybodies—a whole commit- 
tee of them, it appeared—^had informed bim that the where- 
abouts of little DoUy Haze were unknown, and that I was 
living with a notorious divorcee in Califomia. His fether-in-Iaw 
was a count, and exceedingly wealthy. The people who had 
been renting the Haze house for some years now wished to buy 
it. He suggested that I better produce DoBy quick. He had 
broken his leg. He enclosed a snapshot of himself and a 
brunette in wbite wool beaming at each other among the 
snows of Chile. 


242 





Ht 

k: 

tu 

;.ł;£‘ 


rrt: 

t’C^. 

••ŁbT^ 

fiif 

Hi!'-' 

Ssi'- 

WU: 


I remember letting myself into my fiat and starting to say: 
Wdb at least we shafi now track tbem down—^wben &e other 
letter began .talking to me in a smali matterK)f-fact voice: 

Deas Dad: 

How^s eyerytbing? Fm mamed. Fm going to bave a baby. 
I guess he's going to be a big one. I guess LeTl come rigbt for 
Chiistmas. TTiis is a bard letter to write. Fm going nuts be- 
canse we don’t bave enough to pay onr debts and get out of 
here. Dick is promised a big job in Alaska in his very special- 
ized comer of the mechanical field, łbaFs aH I know about 
itbut it’s reaUy grand. Pardon me for withbolding our borne 
address but you may still be mad at me, and Didk must not 
know. This town is something. You can't see the morons 
for the smog. Please do send us a check, Dad. We could 
manage with three or four hundred or even less, anything is 
welcome, you might seU my old things, because once we get 
there the dough will just start rolling in. Write, please. I 
have gone through much sadness and hardship. 

Yours expecting, 

Dollt (Mes. Richard F. Schiller) 
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I WAS AGAiN on the road, again at the wheel of the old blue 
sedan, again alone. Rita had stni been dead to the world when 
I read that letter and fought the mountains of agony it raised 
within me. I had glanced at her as she smiled in her sleep and 
had kissed her on her moist brow, and had left her fore\'er, with 
a notę of tender adieu which I taped to her navel—otheraise 
she might not have found it. 

"Alone" did I say? Pas łout Ł hit. I had my little black 
chum with me, and as soon as I reached a seduded spot, I 
rehearsed Mr. Wchard F. SchiUer^s \'iolent death. I had found 
a very old and very dirty gray sR^eater of minę in the back 
of the car, and this I hung up on a branch, in a speechless 
glade, which I had reached by a wood road from the now re- 
mote highway. The canying out of the sentence was a little 
marred by what seemed to me a ccrtain stifiness in the play 
of the trigger, and I wondered if I should get some oil for the 
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mysterious thing but decided I had no time to spare. Back into 
the car went the old dead sweater, now wiOi additional per- 
forations, and having reloaded waim Chum, I continued my 
foumey. 

The letter was dated September 18, 1952 (this was Septem- 
ber 22), and the address she gave was “General Delwery, 
Coalmonf’ (not “Va.,” not ‘Ta.,” not “Tenn."—and not 
Coahnont, anyway—I have camouflaged everything, my love). 
Inąuiries showed this to be a smaH industrial community some 
eight hundred miles from New York City. At first I planned 
to drive aB day and night, but then thought better of it and 
rested for a couple of hours around dawn in a motor court 
room, a few miles before reaching the town. I had madę up 
my mind that the fiend, this Schifier, had been a car salesman 
who had perhaps got to know my Lolita by giving her a ride 
in Beardsley—Ae day her bflce blew a tire on the way to Miss 
Emperor—and that he had got into some trouble sińce then. 
The corpse of the executed sweater, no matter how I changed 
its contours as it lay on the back seat of the car, had kept 
revealing yarious outlines pertaining to Trapp-SchiUer—lie 
grossness and obscene bonhommie of his body, and to counter- 
act this taste of coarse corruption I resolved to make myself 
especiaHy handsome and smart as I pressed home the nipple 
of my alarm clock before it exploded at the set hour of six 
AJkf. Then, with the stem and romantic care of a gentleman 
about to fight a duel, I checked the arrangement of my papers, 
bathed and perfumed my delicate body, shaved my face and 
chest, select^ a sflk shirt and dean drawers, puDed on trans¬ 
parent taupe socks, and congratulated myself for having with 
me in my trunk some veiy exquisite clothes—a waistcoat with 
nacreous buttons, for instance, a pale cashmere tie and so on. 

I was not able, alas, to hołd my breakfast, but dismissed that 
physicality as a trivial contretemps, wiped'my mouth with a 
gossamer handkerchief produced from my sleeve, and, with a 
blue błock of ice for heart, a pfll on my tongue and solid deaĄ 
in my hip pocket, I stepped neatly into a telephone booth in 
Coahnont (Ah-ah-ah, said its little door) and rang up the only 
Schiller—^Paul, Fumiture—to be found in the battered book. 
Hoarse Paul told me he did Icnow a Richard, the son of a 
cousin of his, and his address was, let me see, 10 Killer Street 
(I ain not going very far for my pseudonyms). Ah-ah-ah, said 
the little door. 

At 10 Killet Street^ a tencment hous^ I interviewed a num- 
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"ber of dejected old people and two long-baired strawberry-blond 
incredibly grabby njTOphets (rather abstractly, just for the 
beck of it, fiie ancient beast in me was casting about for some 
ligMy dad cbild I might hołd against me for a minutę, after 
the Hfling was over and nothing mattered any morę, and 
eyeiything was aHowed). Yes, Dick Skiller had lh’ed there, but 
had mov^ when he married. Nobody knew his address. "Thcy 
might know at the storę," said a bass voice from an open 
manhole near which I happened to be standing viith the two 
thin-aimed, baiefoot litfle girls and their dim grandmothers. 
I entered the wrong storę and a wary old Negro shook his 
head even before I could ask anything. I crossed cwer to a 
bleak grocery and there, summoned by a customer at my re- 
ąuest, a woman's voice from some wooden abj^ss in the fioor, 
tiie manhole’s counterpart, cried out: Hunter Road, last house. 

Hunter Road was miles away, in an e\'en morę dismal dis- 
tiict, aH dump and ditch, and wormy vegetable garden, and 
shack, and gray drizzłe, and red mud, and several smoking 
stacks in the distance. I stopped at the last "house”—a cbp- 
board shack, with two or three similar ones farther away from 
the road and a waste of withered weeds aD around. Sounds of 
hammering came from behind the house, and for se\-eral min- 
utes I sat quite still in my old car, old and frail, at the cnd 
of my joumey, at my gray goal, fois, my frieni, finis, my 
fiends. The time was around two. My pulse was -40 one minutę 
and 100 the nexL The drizzle crepitated against the hood 
of the car. My gun had migrated to my right trouser pockct. A 
nondescript cur came out from behind the house, stopped in 
surprise, and started good-naturedly woof-woo6ng at me, his 
eyes sht, his shaggy beHy all muddy, and then walked about a 
htde and woofed once morę. 
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I emr OUT OF the car and slammed its door. How mnttcr-of- 
fact, how sąuare that slam soundcd in the void of the sunlcss 
dayl Woof, commented the dog perfunctorily. I pressed the 
beli button, it sibrated through my whole system. Personne. Je 
resonne. Repersonne. From what depth this rc-noosense? 
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Woof, said the dog. A rush and a shuffle, and woosh-woof 
went the door. 

Couple of inches taller. Pink-rimmed glasses. New, heaped- 
up hairdo, new ears, How simplel The moment, the death I 
had kept cońjuring up for three years was as simple as a bit of 
dry wood. She was frankly and hugely pregnant. Her head 
looked smaller (only two seconds had pass^ reaUy, hut let 
me give them as much wooden duration as life can stand), and 
her pale-frecWed cheeks were hoUowed, and her hare shins and 
anns had lost all their tan, so that the little hairs sho%ved. 
She wore a brown, sleeyeless cotton dress and sloppy felt 
slippers. 

“We—e—elU” she exhaled after a pause with aH the 
emphasis of wonder and welcome. 

“Husband at home?” I croaked, fist in pocket. 

I could not lali her, of course, as some have thought. You 
see I loved her. It was love at firet sight, at last sight, at ever 
and ever sighL 

“Come in,” she said with a yehement cheerful notę. Against 
the splintery deadwood of the door, DoUy Schiller fiattened 
herself as hest she could (even rising on tiptoe a little) to let 
me pass, and was crucified for a moment, looking down, smil- 
ing down at the threshold, hoUow-cheeked with round pom- 
mettes, her watered-mflk-white arms outspread on the wood. I 
passed without touching her bulging babę. DoUy-smell, with 
a faint fried addition. My teeth chattered like an idioPs. “No, 
you stay out” (to the dog). She closed the door and followed 
me and her belly into the doUhouse parlor. 

"Dick's down there,” she said pointing with an invisible 
tennis racket, inviting my gazę to travel from the drab parlor- 
bedroom where we stood, right across the Idtchen, and through 
the back-doorway where, in a rather primitive vista, a dark- 
haired young stranger in overalls, instantaneously reprieved, 
was perched with his back to me on a bdder fixing something 
near or upon the shack of his neighbor, a plumper fellow with 
only one arm, who stood looking up. 

This pattem she etplained from afar, Bpologetically {“Men 
win be men”)j should she cali him in? 

No. 

Standing in the middle of the slanting room and emitting 
ąuestioning "hm’s,” she madę familiar Javancse gestures with 
her wnsts and hands, offering me, in a brief display of humor- 
ous courtesy, to choose betwecn a rocker and the divan (their 
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bed after ten p jj:.) . I say “familiar” becanse one day sbe had 
welcom^ me wim tbe same mist dance to ber party in 
Beardsiey. We botb sat down on tbe dńnn, Cnrious; dtbougb 
actuaby ber loots bad faded, I definitely tealized, so bope- 
lessly late in tbe day, how mucb sbe loobed—^had alp.-ays 
looked—^like Botticelli’s msset Venus—tbe same soft nose, tbe 
same blurred beauty. In my pocket my fingers gently let go 
and repacked a bttle at tbe tip, witbm tbe bandkercbief it 
was nested in, my unused weapon. ' 

“Tbafs not tbe fdlow I want,” I said. | 

The diffuse look of welcome left ber eyes. Her forebead j 
pnckered as in tbe old bitter days: 

“Not wbo?” 

"Wbere is be? Quickl” 

"Look,” sbe said, incbning ber bead to one side and sbaldng 
it in that position. “Look, you are not going to bring that up.” 

“I certainly am," I said, and for a moment—strangely 
enougb tbe only merciful, enduiable'one in tbe wbole in- 
terview—^we were bristbng at each otber as if sbe were stOI 
minę. 

A wise sbe controHed berself. 

Dick did not know a thing of tbe wbole mess. He thougbt I 
was ber fatber. He tbougbt sbe had mn away from an uppcr- 
class borne just to wasb disbes in a diner. He Mie%-ed anytbing. 
Wby sbould I want to make things harder than they were by 
laking up ab that muck? ; 

But, I said, sbe must be sensible, sbe must be a sensible girl | 
(with ber bare drum under that tbin bron-n stuff), sbe must i 
understand that if sbe expected tbe help I had come to give, I 
must baw at least a elear comprebension of tbe situation. 

“Come, his namel" ! 

Sbe thougbt I bad guessed long ago. It was (with a mis- \ 
cbievous and melancboly smile) such a sensational namc. I 
would never bebeve iL She could hardly bebeve it berself. | 

His name, my fali njmpb. ; 

It was so unimporlant, sbe said. She suggested I sb'p it * 
Would I like a dgarette? ; 

No. His name. | 

Sbe sbook ber bead n-ith great rcsolution. Sbe guessed it ' 
P-ns too late to raise beH and I would ne\-cr bebcvc tbe un- i 
bebesnbly unbelie^able— ' 

I said I bad better go, regards, nice to b3\-c secn ber. 

She said rcaUy it r^ns useless. sbe would ner^cr tell, but on 
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tŁe other hańd, after all—^"Do you really want to laiow who 
it was? WeH, it was—” 

And softly, confidentiaBy, arcbing her thin eyebrows and 
puclcering her parched lips, sbe emitted a little mocl^gly, 
somewhat fastidiously, not untenderly, in a land of muted 
whistle, the name that the astute reader lias guessed long ago. 

Waterproof. Why did a flash from Hourglass Lakę cross my 
consciousness? I, too, had known it, without knowing it, aÓ 
along. There was no shock, no surprise. Quietly the fusion took 
place, and eyerjdiiing feU into order, into the pattem of 
branches that I have woven throughout this meinoir with the 
express purpose of having the ripe fruit fali at the right mo¬ 
ment; yes, with the express and perverse purjwse of rendering 
—she was talldng but I sat melting in my gdlden peace—of 
rendering that golden and monstrous peace through the satis- 
faction of logical recognition, which my most inimical reader 
should experience now. 

She was, as I say, taBdng. It now came in a relaxed flow. He 
was the only man she had ever been crazy about. What about 
Dick? Oh, Dick was a lamb, they were quite happy together, 
but she meant something differenb And I had never counted, 
of course? 

She considered me as if grasping all at once the incredible—• 
and somehow tedious, confusing and unnecessary—fact that 
the distant, elegant, slender, forty-year-old valetudinarian in 
velvet coat sitting beside her had known and adored every 
porę and follicle of her pubescent body, In her washed-out 
gray eyes, strangely spectacled, our poor romance was for a 
moment reflcct^ pondered upon, and dismissed like a duli 
party, likc a rainy pienie to which only the dullest botes had 
come, like a hmndrum esercise, Kke a bit of dry mud caking 
her childhood, 

I just managed to jerk my knee out of the rangę of a sketchy 
tap—one of her acąuired gestures. 

She asked me not to be dense. The past was the past I had 
been a good father, she guessed—granting me that. Procecd, 
Doby Schiller. 

Weil, did I know that be had known her mother? That he 
was practically an old friend? That he had yisited with his 
uncle in Ramsdale?—oh, years ago—and spoken at Motheris 
club, and had tngged and puHed her. Doby, by her bare arm 
onto his lap in front of everybody, and kissed her face, she 
v?as ten and furious with him? Did I know he had seen me and 
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her at the inn where he was writing tŁe very play slie was to 
rehearse m Beardsley, two years later? Did I know—It bad 
been horrid of ber to sidetraćk me into believing that Clare 
was an old female, maybe a relative of bis ot a sometime Hfe- 
mate—and ob, wbat a dose sbave it bad been when tbe Wace 
Journal cairied bis picture. 

Tbe Briceland Gazette bad noL Yes, very amusing. 

Yes, sbe said, tbis world was just one gag after anotber, if 
somebody wrote up ber bfe nobody would ever bebe\-e iL 
At tbis point, tbere came brisk bomey sounds from the 
kitchen into wbich Dick and Bill bad lumbered in quest of ! 
beer. Througb the doorway tbey noticed the visitor, and Dick 
entered the parlor. | 

“Dick, tbis is my Dadl” cried DoBy in a resounding violent ! 
Yoice that struck me as totally stiange, and new, and cheerfuł, ] 
and old, and sad, because tbe young fellow, veteran of a re- j 
mote war, was bard of hearing. 

Aictic blue eyes, black hair, raddy cbeeks, unshaven cbin. 

We sbook hands. Discreet Bill, who eridently took pride in 
working w'onders with one band, brougbt in the beer cans 
be bad opened. Wanted to withiaw. Tbe e3:quisite courtesy ! 
of simple folks. Was madę to stay. A beer ad. In point of fact, | 
I preferred it that way, and so did tbe Scbillers. I switched to j 

the jittery rocker. Awdly munching, DoUy plied me with j 

marsbmallows and potato chips. The men looked at her fr tgile, j 

frileiK, diminudye, old-worl^ youngisb but siekły, father in j 
velvet coat and beige vest, maybe a \iscount. | 

Tbey were nnder the impression I bad come to stay, and ; 
Dick with a great wrinkling of brows that denoted difficult \ 

thougbt, suggested DoUy and be might slecp in the Idtcbcn | 

on a spare mattress. I waved a ligbt band and told Doiły who | 

transmitted it by mcans of a spccial sbout to Dick that I bad 
merdy dropped in on my way to Readsburg whcrc I was to 
be entertained by some friends and admirers. It was tben no¬ 
ticed that one of the few' thumbs rcmaining to Bill was blecd- 
ing (not sucb a wonder-worker after all). How woraanish md 
somdiow ner-er scen that way before was tbe sbadowy division 
between ber pale brcasts when sbe bent down ovcr tbe man’s 
band! Sbe took him for repairs to the kitchen. For a fcw 
minutes, three or four little ctemities wbich positi\-ely A-cllcd ? 
with artificial warmtb, Dick and I remaincd alonc. He sat on 
a bard cbair rubbing bis forelimbs and frowning. I bad an idlc 
urge to sąucczc out tbe blackhcads on the wings of his per- 
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each other. He guessed he would be seeing me before I left 
Why do those people guess sp mucb and sbave so little, and 
aie so disdainful of hearing aids? i 

"Sit down,” sbe said, audibly strildng ber fianks with ber j 
pabns. I relapsed into the black rocker. j 

"So you betrayed me? Where did you go? Wbeie is be ! 
ncrft’7” . j 

Sbe took from tiie mantelpiece a concave ^ossy snapsboŁ j 
Old woman in wbite, stout, beaming, bowlegged, very sbort | 
dress; old man in his sbirtsleeves, drooping mustache, v,-atcb j 
cbain. Her in-la-ws. Livmg with Dick’s brother’s famiiy in j 
Juneau. , j 

"Surę you don't want to smoke?” j 

Sbe -was smoking herself. First time I saw ber doing it ^ 
Streng rezboten under Humbert tbe Terrible. GracefuDy, in j 
a blue mist, Charlotte Haze rosę from ber gras-e. I would find 
bim tbrougb Uncle Hory if sbe refused. j 

"Betrayed you? No.” Sbe directed tbe dart of ber cigarette, | 
indei rapidly tapping upon it, toward tbe bearth exactly as ber | 
mother used to do, and tben, like ber mother, oh my God, i 

with ber fingemail scratcbed and remored a fragment of j 

dprette paper from ber undedip. No. Sbe bad not betrayed 1 
me. I was among friends. Edusa bad wamed ber that Cue ! 

liked little girk, bad been almost iailed once, in fact lnice i 

fect), and be knew sbe knew. Yes . . . Elbow in palm, pu6, i 

smilc, exha]ed smoke, darting gesture. Wazing reminisccnt. i 
He saw—smfling—tbrougb e%-er}'tbing and e\-eiybody, because ‘ 
he was not like me and ber but a genius. A great guy. FuU of 1 
fun. Had rocked with laugbter wben sbe confessed about me 
and ber, and said he bad thougbt so. It was quite safe, under 
tbe circumstances, to tell hira ... 

Weil, Cue—thej' all callcd bim Cue— 

Her camp five years ago. Curious coincidence— . . . took 
ber to a dudę ranch about a day’s drive from Elephant (El- 
pbinstone). Named? Oh, some silly name—Duk Duk Ranch 
—^yon know just plain silly—but it did not matter now, any- 
waj% because tbe place bad %anishcd and disintegrated. Rcally, 
sbe meant, I could not imaginc how uttcily lusb that ranch 
was, sbe meant it had e\-cryÓiing but c\'crjibing. c\'cn an in- 
door watcrfalL Did I rcmembcr the rcdbaircd guy we ("we” 

■wris good) bad oncc bad some tennis with? Weil, the place 
rcally bclongcd to Rcd’s brothcr, but hc had tumcd it ovcr to 
Cue for the summcr. \S^cn Cue and shc came, tbe otbers had 
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iŁem actually go tihrough a coronation ceremony and then— 
a terrific ducking, as when you cross the Eąuator. You know. 

Her eyes rolled in synthetic resignation. 

"Go on, please." 

Weil. Tlie idea was he would take her in September to 
Hollywood and arrange a tryout for ber, a bit part in the tea- 
nis-match scene of a moyie picture based on a play of his— 
Golden Guts—and perhaps even have her double one of its 
sensational starlets on the Klieg-stmck tennis court. Alas, it 
never came to that. 

"Where is the hog now?" 

He was not a hog. He was a great guy in many respects. But 
it was all drink and drugs. And, of course, he was a complete 
freak in sex matters, and his friends were his slaves. I jiist 
could not imagine (I, Humbert, could not imaginel) what 
they all did at Duk Duk Ranch. She refused to tóe part be- 
cause she loved him, and he threw her out. 

"What things?” 

"Oh, weird, filthy, fancy things. I mean, he had two girls 
and two boys, and thtee or four men, and the idea was for ^ 
of us to tangle in the nudę while an old woman took movie 
pictures." (Sade’s Justine was twelve at the start). 

‘What things exactly7” 

"Oh, things .. . Oh, I—reaDy I”—she uttered the "I” as a 
subdued ery while she listened to the source of the ache, and 
for-kek of words spread the five fingers of her angularly up- 
and-down-moving hand. No, she gave it up, she refused to go 
into particukrs with that baby inside her. 

That madę sense. 

“It is of no importance now,” she said pounding a gray 
cushion with her fist and then lying back, belly up, on the 
divan. “Grazy things, filthy things. I said no, Tm just not 
going to [she used, in all insouciance really, a disgusting skng 
term which, in a literał French transktion, would be souffler] 
your beastly boys, because I want only you. WeH, he kicked 
me out” 

There was not much else to teB. That winter 1949, Fay and 
she had found [obs. For almost two years she had—oh, just 
drifted, oh, doing some restaurant work in smali pkces, and 
then she had met Dick. No, she did not know where the other 
was. In New York, she guessed. Of course, he was so famous 
she would have found him at once if she had wanted. Fay 
had tried to get back to the Ranch—and it just was not there 
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any mora—had bumed to the ground, nothing remained, 
jost a cbarred heap of rubbisb. It "was so sfrange, so strange— 

She closed ber eyes and opened ber month, leaning back on 
the cusbion, one felted foot on tbe floor. The wooden floor 
sTanted, a bttle Steel bali wodd have roHed into the Idtchen. 
I fcaew aH I wanted to know. I bad no intention of torturing 
my darbng. Somewhere beyond sback an afterwork radio 
bad begun singing of foUy and fate, and tbere sbe was witb 
ber ruined loo& and ber adult, rope-veined narrow hands and 
ber gooseflesb wbite arms, and ber sballow eais, and ber un- 
kempt armpits, tbere sbe i^as (my LoUtal), bopelessly wom 
at seventeen, with that baby, dteaming abeady in ber of be- 
Corning a big sbot and retiring around 2020 a.d. —and I looked 
and looked at ber, and knew as clearly as I know I am to die, 
that I loved ber morę tban anything I bad ever seen or 
imagined on earth, or hoped for anywbere else. Sbe was only 
tbe faint violet whiff and dead leaf echo of the nympbet I bad 
rabed mysdf upon with sucb cries in the past; an echo on the 
brink of a msset ravine, with a far uaaod nnder a wbite sky, 
and brown leaves cbolang the brook, and one last crickct in 
the crisp weeds . . . but tbank God it isas not that echo 
alone that I worsbiped. What I used to pamper among tbe 
tangled vines of my beart, mon grand p€ch.6 radienr, had 
dwindled to its essence: sterile and selfisb vice, all that I can- 
celed and cnrsed. You may jeer at me, and threaten to elear 
the court, but until I am pgged and half-throttled, I will 
sbout my poor trutb. I insist the world know how much I 
Io\’ed my Lolita, this Lobta, pale and polluted, and big with 
anothei^s cbild, but still gray-ej^ed, sbll soot>'-lasbed, stiU 
aubum and almond, stiU Caimencita, stiU minę; Changeons 
de vie, ma Carmen, aUons \ivre guelgue part oii nous ne serom 
jamais sópsiós; Ohio? The wflds of Massachusetts? No mat- 
ter, e\'en if those eyes of bers would fade to myopic fisb, and 
ber m’pples swell and crack, and ber lo\-ely young vclvet}’ 
dclicate delta be tainted and tom—esen then I would go mad 
ssitb tendemess at tbe mere sigbt of your dear wan face, at tbe 
mere sound of jTiur raucous young voice, my Lobta. 

"Lobta,” I said, "this may be neither bere nor tbere but I 
ha\e to say it Life is \'eTy sborL From here to that old car 
5*00 know so weH tbere is a stretcb of t\s-cntv', twent>'-6ve 
paces. It is a very sbort ■Rall:. Make those tuent^^-Sre steps. 
Now. Rigbt now. Come just as you are. And we sbail b\e 
happily eser after.” 
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Carmen, vouIez-voiis venir avec moi? 

“You mean,” she said opening her eyes and laising herself 
slightly, tiie snalce that may strike, “yon mean you will give us 
[us] łŁat money only if I go with you to a motel. Is that.wliat 
you mean?" 

“No," I said, “you got it all wrong. I want you to leave 
your incidental Dick, and this awful hole, and come to live 
with me, and die with me, and eyerything with me” (words 
to that effect). 

“Youhe crazy," she said, her features worldng. 

“Thinik it over, Lolita. There are no stiings attached. Ex- 
cept, perhaps—^weU, no matter." (A reprieve, I wanted to 
say Ijut did noL) “Anyway, if you refuse you will still get 
your . . . trousseau." 

“No kidding?” asked Dohy. 

I handed her an envelope with four hundred doUars in cash 
and a check for three thousand six hundred morę. 

Gingerly, uncertainly, she received mon petit cadeau; and 
then her forehead became a beautiful pink. “You mean,” ske 
said, with agonized emphasis, “you are giving us four thousand 
bucks?” I covered my face with my hand and broke into the 
hottest tears I had ever shed. I felt them winding through my 
fingers and down my chin, and buming me, and my nose got 
clogged, and I could not stop, and then she touched my wrist. 

“ITl die if you touch me," I said. “You are surę you are not 
Corning with me? Is there no hope of your coming? Tell me 
only this.” 

“No,” she said. “No, honey, no." 

She had never caUed me honey before. 

“No,” she said, “it is quite out bf the ąuestion. I would 
sooner go back to Cue. I mean —" 

She groped for words, I supplied them mentaHy (“He broke 
my heart. You merely broke my life”). 

“I think,” she went on—"oops”—the envelope skidded to 
tiie floor—she picked it up—^“I think it^s oh utterly grand of 
you to give us all that dough. It settles eyerything, we can 
start next week. Stop crying, please. You should understand. 
Let me get you some morę beer. Oh, don’t ery, Fm so sony 
I cheated so much, but thaFs the way things are.” 

I wiped my face and my fingers. She smiled at the cadeau. 
She ezulted. She wanted to caD Dick. I said I would have to 
leave in a moment, did not want to see łiim at aH, at aH. We 
tried to think of some subject of conyersation. For sotae rea- 
son, I kept seeing—^it trembled and silkily glowed on my damp 
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retina—a ladiant dbOd of twelve, sit±ing on a threshbld, 
"pinging” pebbles at an empty can. I almost said—tiying to 
find some casual remaik—wonder sometimes what bas be- 
come of the little McCoo girl, did she ever get better?”—but 
stopped in time lest she rejoin: “I wonder sometimes what has 
become of the little Haze girl..FinaHy, I reverted to móney 
matters. That sum, I said, represented morę or less the net 
rent from her mothei's house; she said: “Had it not been sold 
yeais ago?” No (I-admit I had told her this in order to sever 
all connections with R.); ^ lawyer would send a fuli account 
of the financial situation later; it was rosy; some of the smali 
securities her mother had owned had gone up and up. Yes, 
I was quite surę I had to go. I had to go, and find him, and 
destroy him. 

Since I would not have survived the touch of her lips, I 
kept retreating in a mindng dance, at every step she and her 
belly madę toward me. 

She and the dog saw me off. I was surprised (this a rhetorical 
figurę, I was not) that the sight of the old car in which she 
had ridden as a child and a nymphet, left her so veiy indiffer- 
ent All she remarked was it was getting sort of purplish about 
the giUs. I said it was hers, I could go by bus, She said don’t 
be sUly, they would fly to Jupiter and buy a car there. I said 
I would buy this one from her for five hundred dollars. 

"At this ratę we’ll be mfilionnaires next,” she said to the 
ecstatic dog. 

Carmencita, lui demandais-je . . . “One last word,” I said 
in my horrible careful English, “are yon ąuite, quite surę that 
—wen, not tomonow, of couise, and not after tomorrow, 
but—^well—some day, any day, you will not come to livc wath 
me? I will create a brand new God and thank him with 
piercing cties, if you give me that microscopic hope” (to that 
efiect). 

*|No,” she said smiling, "no.” 

“It would have madę all the differcnce,” said Humbert 
HumberL 

Then I puUed out my automatic—mean, this is the land 
of a fool thing a reader migbt suppose I did. It never even 
occurred to me to do iL 

“Good by-ayel” she chante<^ my American sweet immortal 
dead love; for she is dead and immortal if j-ou are reading this. 
I mcan, such is the formal agreement with the so-called 
authorities. 

Then, as I drore away, I heard her shout in a sibrant voicc 
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to her Dick; and the dog started to lope alongside my car 
Iflce a fat dolpliin, but be too beavy and old, and very soon 
gave up. 

And presendy I was driving through the drizde of the 
dying day, with tbe windsbield wipers in fuli action but un- 
able to cope with my tears. 



Leawing as i md Coalmont around four in the aftemoon 
(by Route X—I do not remember the number), I might have 
madę Ramsdale by dawn had not a short-cut tempted me. 
I had to get onto Highway Y, My map showed quite blandly 
that just beyond Woodbine, which I reached at nightfall, I 
could leave paved X and reach paved Y by means of a trans- 
verse dirt road. It was only some forty mfles long according 
to my map. Otherwise I would have to follow X for another 
hunired miles and then use leisurely looping Z to get to Y 
and my destination. However, the short cut in ąuestion got 
worse and worse, bumpier and bumpier, muddier and muddier, 
and when I attempted to tum back after some ten mfles of 
purblind, tortuous and tortoise-slow progress, my old and weak 
Melmoth got stuck in deep clay. AU was dark and muggy, and 
hopeless. My headlights hung over a broad ditch fuU of water. 
The surrounding country, if any, was a black wfldemess. I 
sought to extricate myself but my rear wheels only whined 
in slosh and anguish. Cursing my plight, I took off my fancy 
clothes, changed into slacks, puUed on the buUet-riddled 
sweater, and waded four mfles back to a roadside farm. It 
started to rain on the way but I had not the strength to go 
back for a mackintosh. Such incidents have convinced me that 
my heart is basicaUy sound despite recent diagnoses. Around 
midnight, a wrecker dragged my car out. I navigated back to 
Highway X and traveled on. Utter weariness overtook me an 
hour later, in an anonymous little town. I pulled up at the 
curb and in darkness drank deep from a friendly fiask. 

The rain had been canceUed mfles before. It was a black 
warm night, somewhere in Appalachia. Now and then cars 
passed me, red tail-lights receding, white headlights advano 
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ing, "but the town -was dead. Nobody strobed and laughed 
on the sidewaiks as relaxińg burgheis would in sweet, mebow, 
lotting Europę. I was alone to enjoy the innocent nigbt and 
my terrible tboughts. A wire receptade on the curb was very 
particular about acceptable contents: Sweepings. Paper. No 
Garbage. Sherry-red letters of li^t marked a Camera Shop. 
A large thermometer with the name of a laxative ąnietly 
dwelt on the front of a dragstore. Rubino^/s Jen^elry Com¬ 
pany had a display of artificial diamonds reflected in a red 
mirror. A lighted green clock swam in the linenish depth of 
JifEy Je£F Laundiy. On the other side of the Street a garage 
said in its sleep—genufleidon Inbridty; and corrected itself to 
Galflex Lubrication. An airplane, also gemmed by Rubino\', 
passed, droning, in the velvet hea\'ens. How many smali 
dead-of-ni^t towns I had seenl This was not yet the last. 

Let me daUy a little, he is as good as destroyed. Some nay 
further across the Street, neon li^ts fiickered twice slower 
than my heart; the outline of a restaurant sign, a large coffee- 
pot, kept bursting, er-ery fuH second or so, into emerald life, 
and eveTy time it went out, pink letters sapng Fine Foods 
relayed it, but the pot could stiD be madę out as a latent 
shadow teasing the eye before its next emerald resurrection. 
We madę shadon-gtaphs. This furti\’e burg was not far from 
The Enchanted Hunters. I was weeping again, drunk on the 
impossible past 


At tkis sot-iTAJiY STOP for refresbments bctween Coalmont 
and Ramsdale (betn-een innocent Doiły Schiller and joral 
Unde Ivor), I reraen-ed my case. With the utmost simphdt>' 
and clarity I nmv saw mj^self and my love, Preiious attempb 
secmed out of focus in comparison. A couplc of years before, 
under the guidance of an inteOigent French-speaking con- 
fessor, to whom, in a moment of mctaphjdcal curiosiri', I had 
tumed over a Protestanfs drab athcism for an old-fashioned 
popish cure, I had hoped to dcducc from my sense of sin the 
wistence of a Supreme Bdng. On those frostą" momincs in 
rirac-Iaced Quebec, the good priest worked on me uńth Ihe 




finest tendemess and understanding. I am infinitely obliged 
to him and; the great Institution he represented. Alas, I was 
unable tó transceńd the simple human fact that whateYer 
spiritual solące I might find, whatever lithophanic etemitics 
might be provided for me, nothing could make my Lolita fof- 
get the foul lust I had inflicted upon her. Unless it can be 
proven to me—to me as I am now, today, with my heart and 
my beard, and my putrefaction—that in the infinite run it 
does not matter a jot that a North American girl-child named 
Dolores Haze had been deprived of her childhood by a 
maniac, unless this can be proven (and if it can, then life 
is a joke), I see nothing for the treatment of my misery but 
the melancholy and very local palliative of articulate arŁ 
To quote an old poet: 

The morał sense in mortals is the duty 

We have to pay on mortal sense of beauty. 


There "WAS THE DAT, during our first trip—our first circle of 
paradise—when in order to enjoy my phantasms in peace I 
firmly decided to ignore what I could not help perceiving, the 
fact that I was to her not a boy friend, not a glamour man, not 
a pal, not even a person at all, but just two eyes and a foot of 
engorged brawu—to mention only mentionable matters. 
There was the day when having withdrawn the functional 
promise I had madę her on the eve (whatever she had set her 
funny little heart on—a rober rink with some special plastic 
floor or a movie matinee to which she wanted to go alone), 
I happened to gbmpse from the bathroom, through a chance 
combination of mirror aslant and door ajar, a look on her face 
. . , that look I cannot exactly describe . . . an expression 
of helplessness so perfect that it seemed to grade into one of 
rather comfortable inanity just because this was the very 
limit of injustice and frust^tion—and every limit presup- 
poses something beyond it—^hence the neutral ibumination. 
And when you beat in mind that these were the raised eye* 
brows and parted lips of a chfld, you may better appreciate 
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wliat depths of calcnlated caraality, what reflected despair, 
restrained me from faHing at her dear feet and dissohing in 
human teafs, and sacrificing my jealonsy to wliatever pleasure 
Lolita might hope to derive from mmng ■with dirty and 
dangeroas children in an outside world that was real to her. 

And I have stifl other smotheied memories, now nnfolding 
tiiemselves into limbless monsters of pain. Once, in a sunset- 
ending Street of Beardsley, she tumed to little ^-a Rosen (I 
was feddng both nymph^ to a concert and -walldng bebind 
them so close as alinost to toucb them with my person), she 
tumed to Era, and so rery serenely and seriously, in answer 
to something the other had said about its being better to die 
tiian hear Milton Pinsld, some local schoolboy she fcnew, talk 
about musie, my Lolita remarhed: 

“You know', what's so dreadful about dying is that you are 
completely on your own"; and it struck me, as my automaton 
knees went up and down, that I simply did not know a thing 
about my darling’s mind and that quite possibly, behind the. 
awfnl juvenfle cBchds, there was in her a garden and a twilight, 
and a pałace gate—dim and adorable regions which happened 
to be lucidly and absolutely forbidden to me, in my poHuted 
rags and miserable convulsions; fot I often noticed that linng 
as we did, she and I, in a world of total e\Tl, we would be- 
come strangely embarrassed whenever I tried to discuss some¬ 
thing she and an older friend, she and a parent, she and a real 
healSiy sweetheart, I and Armabel, Lolita and a sublime, puri- 
fied, analyzed, deified Harold Haze, might have discussed— 
an abstract idea, a painting, stippled Hopkins or shom Baude- 
laire, God or Shakespeare, anything of a genuine kind. Good 
willi She would mail her \-ulneTability in trite brashness and 
boredom, whereas I, using for my desperately detached com- 
ments an artificial tonę of voice that set my own last tecth on 
edge, provoked my audience to such outbursts of rudeness 
as madę any further conyersation impossible, oh my poor, 
bruised child. 

I lo\'ed you. I was a pentapod monster, but I lorad you, I 
was di^icable and bratał, and turpid, and cveiything. mais jc 
fafmais, je Paimais! And there were times when I kńcw how 
you fdt, and it was heli to know it, my little one. Lohta girl, 
brave Doiły Schiller. 

I recall certain rooments, Ict us cali them icebergs in para- 
dise, when after hawng had my fili of her—after fahulous, 
msanc orertions that left mc limp and azure-baned—I would 
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gather her in my anns with, at last, a mute moan o£ human 
tenderness (her sldn glistening ih the neon light coming from 
the paved court through the slits in the blind, her soot-black 
lashes matted, her grave gray eyes morę vacant than ever—for 
all the World a little patieńt stiU in the confusion of a dnig 
after a major operation)—^and the tenderness would deepen 
to shame and despair, and I would luU and rock my lone light 
Lolita in my marble arms, and moan in her warm hair, and 
caress her at random and mutely ask her blessing, and at the 
peak of this human agonized selfless tenderness (with my 
soul actuałly hanging around her naked body and ready to 
repent), all at once, ironically, horribly, lust would sweH 
again—and “oh, no,” Lolita would say wiói a sigh to heaven, 
and the next moment the tenderness and the azme—aU would 
be shattered. 

Mid-twentieth century ideas conceming chfld-parent rela- 
tionship have been considerably tainted by the scholastic 
rigmarole and standardized symbols of the psychoanalytic 
racket, but I hope I am addressing myself to unbiased readers. 
Once when Avis’s father had honked outside to signal papa 
had come to take his pet home, I felt obliged to invite him 
ihto the parlor, and he sat down for a minutę, and while we 
conversed, Avis, a heavy unattractive, affectionate child, drew 
up to him and eventuaUy perched plumply on his knee. Now, 
I do not remember if I have mentioned that Lohta always had 
an absolutely enchanting smile for strangers, a tender furry 
slitting of the eyes, a drearay sweet radiance of aH her features 
which did not mean a thing of course but was so beautiful, 
so endearing that one found it hard to reduce such sweetness 
to but a magie gene automatically lighting up her face in 
atavistic token of some ancient rite of welcome—^hospitable 
prostitution, the coarse reader may say. Weil, there she stood 
while Mr. Byrd twirled his hat and talked, and—yes, look how 
stupid of me, I have left out the main characteristic of the 
famous Lolita smile, namely: while the tender, nectared, 
dimpled brightness played, it was never directed at tiie stranger 
in the room but hung in its own remofea flowered void, so to 
speak, or wandered with myopic softness over chance objects 
—and this is what was happening now: while fat Avis sidled 
up to her papa, Lolita gently beamed at a fruit knife that 
she fingered on the edge of the table, whereon she leaned, 
many miles away from me. Suddenly, as Avis clung to her 
father’s neck and eax while, with a ciual arm, the man en- 
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•y-eloped his Irnnpy and large offspring, I saw L.olita's smde lose 
all its hght and become a frozen Kttle shadow of itself, and the 
froit knife slipped o5 the table and strack ber with its silver 
handle a freak blow on the aniele which madę her gasp, and 
crouch head forward, and then, jumping on one leg, her face 
awfnl with the preparatory grimace which children hołd tilł the 
tears gush, she was gone—to be foUowed at once and con- 
soled in the kitchen by Avis who had such a wonderful fat 
pink dad and a smali chubby brother, and a biand-new baby 
sister, and a home, and tn’o grinning dogs, and Lolita had 
nothing. And I have a neat pendant to that little scene—also 
in a Beardsley setting. Lolita, who had been reading near the 
fire, stretched hersel^ and then inąuired, her elbow up, with 
a grunt; "Where is she buried anyway?” "Who?” "Oh, yon 
know, my murdered mummy.” "And you know where her 
grave is,” I said controlling myself, whereupon I named the 
cemetery—just outside Ramsdale, between the radway tracks 
and Lakeview HiH. “Moreover,” I added, "the tragedy of such 
an accident is somewhat cheapened by the epithet you saw fit 
to apply to iL If you really wish to triumph in your mind 
over the idea of death —" "Ray,” said Lo for hurray, and 
languidly left the room, and for a long while I stared with 
smarting eyes into the fire, Then I picked up her book. It 
was some trash for young people. There was a gloomy girl 
Marion, and there was her stepmother who tumed out to be, 
against all expectations, a young, gay, understanding redhead 
who explained to Marion that Marion^s dead mother had 
reaUy been a heroic woman sińce she had debhcratcly dis- 
simulated her great love for Marion because she was ópng, 
and did not want her child to miss her. I did not rush up to 
her room with cries. I ainnj-s preferred the mental hygiene 
of noninterference. Now, sąuirming and pleading with my 
own memory, I recatl that on this and similar occasions, it 
was always my habit and method to ignore Lolita's States of 
mind while comforting my own base self. MTien my mother, 
in a hnd wet dress, under the tnmbling mist (so I wwdly 
imagined ber), had run panting ecstaticaUy np that ridęe 
ahove Moulinet to be fclled there by a thundcrbolt, I was but 
an infant, and in retrospect no yeamings of the acccptcd land 
could I e%’cr giaft upon any moment of my youth, no matter 
how s3%-3gely psychothciapists heckled me in my bter periods 
of depression. But I admit tliat a man of my poner of hnagina- 
tion cannot plead penonal icnoiance of uniyersal cmobons, 
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I may also have relied too much on the abnormally chill rela- 
tions between Charlotte and her daughter. But the awful point 
of the whole argument is this. It had become gradually elear to 
my conyentional Lolita during our singular and bestial cohabi- 
tation that even the most miserable of family lives was better 
than the parody of incest, which, iń the long run, was the 
best I could offer the waif. 
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Ramsdałe reyisited. i approached it from the side of the 
lakę. The sunny noon was all eyes. As I rode by in my mud- 
flecked car, I could distinguish scintillas of diamond water 
between the far pines. I tumed into the cemetery and walked 
among the long and short stone monuments. Bonzhur, Char¬ 
lotte. On some of the graves there were pale, transparent little 
national flags slumped in the windless air under the ever- 
greens. Gee, Ed, that was bad luck—referring to G. Edward 
Grammar, a thirty-fiye-year-old New York office manager who 
had just been arrayed on a charge of murdering his thirty- 
three-year-old wife, Dorothy. Bidding for the perfect crime, 
Ed had bludgeoned his wife and put hęr into a car. The case 
came to light when two county poheemen on patrol saw Mrs. 
Grammar's new big blue Chrysler, an anniversary present from 
her husband, speeding crazily down a hill, just inside their 
iurisdiction (God bless our good copsi). The car sideswiped 
a pole, ran up an embankment covered with beard grass, wid 
strawberry and cinąuefoil, and overtumed. The wheels were 
stoi gently spinning in the mellow sunhght when the officers 
remoyed Mrs. G.'s body. It appeared to be a routine highway 
accident at firsŁ Alas, the woman’s battered body did not 
match up with only minor damage suffered by the car. I did 
better. 

I roHed on. It was funny to see again the slender v/hite 
church and the enonnous elms. Forgetting that in an Amer¬ 
ican suburban Street a lone pedestrian is morę conspicious 
than a lone motorist, I left the car in the ayenue to walk 
unobtrusiyely past 342 Lawn Street. Before the great blood- 
shed, I was entitlcd to a little relief, to a cathartic spasm of 
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mental regurgitation. Closed were the white shutters of the 
Junk mansion, and somebody had attaclied a found black 
Ytly-et bair ribbon to tbe wbite for sale sign wbicb was lean- 
ing toward iŁe sidewalk. No dog baiked. No gardener tde- 
pboned. No Miss Opposite sat on tbe ^'ined porcb—^wbere 
to the lone pedestrian*s annoyance two pony-tailed young 
women in identical polka-dotted pinafores stopped doing 
wbatever they were doing to stare at him: she long dead, 
no donbt, tbese migbt be ber twin nieces from Pbiladelpbia. 

Should I enter my old bonse? As in a Turgenev story, a tor- 
rent of Italian mnsic came from an open window—that of the 
Ihing room: wbat romantic soul was playing the piano wbere 
no piano had plunged and pTasbed on tbat bewitcbed Sunday 
mtb the sun on ber beloved legs? AD at once I noticed tbat 
feom tbe lawn I bad mown a golden-sldnned, brown-baired 
nympbet of inne or ten, in wbite sborts, was lootdng at me 
witb wild fascination in ber large blue-black ej^es. I said some- 
thing pleasant to ber, meaning no barm, an old-world com- 
pliment, wbat nice eyes you bave, but sbe retreated in hastę 
and the musie stopi^ abruptly, and a vio]ent-looking dark 
man, glistening wiór sweat, came out and glared at me. I was 
on Óie point of identifying myself wben, witb a pang of dream- 
embarrassment, I became aware of my mud-caked dunprces, 
my Sthy and tom sweater, my bristly cbin, my bum’s blood- 
sbot e}'es. Witbout saying a word, I tumed and plodded back 
the way I had come. An aster-llke anemie flower grerr' out 
of a remembered chink in the' sidewalk. Quiet]y resurrccted. 
Miss Opposite was being wbeeled out by ber nieces, onto ber 
poręb, as if it were a stage and I tbe ster performer, Prajing 
sbe would not cali to me, I hurried to my car, \\’bat a steep 
bttle Street. ^Vbat a profound avenue. A red deket sl\owcd 
between wiper and windsbield; I carefully tore it into two, 
four, eigbt pieces. 

Feeling I was losing my time, I drose energcticalły to the 
douTitown hotel wbere I bad arrived witb a new bag morę tban 
five years before. I took a room, madę tv,-o appointments by 
tdepbone, sbared, batbed, put on black clothcs and went 
down for a'drink in the bar. Notbing bad cbanged. The bar- 
Toom uns suffused witb tbe same dim, impossible gamet-red 
bgbt that in Europę years ago went wth Iow baunts, but herc 
ineant a bit of atmospbere in a family hotel. 1 sat at tbe same 
bttle teble wbere at the a-erj- stert of my stey, immcdiatdy 
after bccoming Cbarlotte's lodger, I had tbougbt fit to cele- 
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brate the occaśion by suavely sharing ATith ber half a bottie 
of cbampagne, whicb had fatally conąuered ber poor brim- 
ming beart. As tben, a moon-faced waiter was arranging witb 
stebar care fifty sberries on a round tray for a wedding party. 
Murpby-Fantasia, this time. It was eigbt minutes to three. 
As I walked tbrou^ tbe lobby, I bad to slart a group of ladies 
who witb mille grlces were taldng leave of eacb other after a 
luncbeon party. Witb a barsh ery of recognition, one jwunced 
upon me. Sbe was a stout, sbort woman in pearl-gray, witb a 
long, gray, slim plume to ber smali bat. It was Mrs, Ćbatfield. 
Sbe attacked me witb a fake smile, all aglow witb eyil curiosity. 
(Had I done to DoUy, perbaps, what Frank Lasalle, a fifty-year- 
old mecbanic, bad done to eleven-yearH3ld Sally Homer in 
1948?) Very soon I bad tbat avid glee weH under control. Sbe 
tbougbt I was in Califomia. How was—? Witb exquisite 
pleasure I informed ber tbat my stepdaugbter bad just mar- 
ried a brilliant young mining engineer witb a husb-busb job in 
the Northwest Sbe said sbe disapproved of such early mar- 
riages, sbe would never let ber Phyllis, wbo was now eigbteen— 

“Ob jes of course,’' I said ąuietiy. “I rćmember PbyHis. 
Phyllis and Camp Q. Yes, of course. By the way, did sbe ever 
tell you how Charbe Holmes ddjauebed there his inotheds 
bttle charges?” 

Mrs. Chatfield's abeady broken smile now disintegrated 
completely. 

“For sbame,” sbe cried, “for sbame, Mr. Humbertl Tbe 
poor boy bas just been lalled in Korea.” 

I said didn't sbe think “vient de,” witb the infinitwe, ex- 
pressed recent events so much morę neatly than the Englisb 
“just” witb tbe past? But I had to be trotting off, I said. 

There were o^y two blocks to WindmulleFs oflBce. He 
greeted me witb a very slow, very enveloping, stron g, searebing 
grip. He tbougbt I was in Califomia. Had' I not lived at one 
time at Beardsley? His daughter had just entered Beardsley 
CoH^e. And how was —1 I gave aD necessary information 
about Mrs. Schiller. We had a pleasant business conference. I 
walked out into the bot September sunsbine a contented 
pauper. 

Now tbat everything bad been put out of ibe way, I could 
dedicate myself freely to tbe main object of my visit to Rams- 
dale. In the raethodical manner on whicb I bave always prided 
myself, I had been keepLng Clare Quilt/s face masked in my 
dark dungeon, wbere be was waiting for me to come witb 
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barber and priest: “RSveiIlez-vons, Lagnene, U est temps de 
moumr I ha\‘e no time right now to discuss the mnemonics 
of^ pbj-siognoinization—I am on my way to bis unde and 
fet—bnt let me jot down this: I had presen'ed in 
the alcohol of a douded memory the toad of a face, In the 
conrse of a few glimpses, I had noticed its sligjht resemblance 
to a cheery and rather repnlsive winę dealer, a relative of minę 
in Switze^ni With his dnmbbells and stinldng tricot^ and 
fat hairy annsj and bald patch, and pig-faced servant-concn- 
bine, he was on the whole a harmiess old rascal. Too haimless, 
in fact, to be confnsed mth my prey. In the State oflnind I 
now fonnd myself, I had lost contact with Trapp’s image. It 
had become completdy engulfed by the face of Claie Quflty—• 
as lepresented, with artistic precision, by an easeled photo* 
giaph of him that stood on his unde's desk. 

hi Beardsiey, at the hands of charming Dr. Molnar, I had 
undergone a rather serions dental operation, retaining only a 
few upper and lower front teeth. The snbstitutes were depend¬ 
ent on a system of plates with an inconspicuous wire affair run- 
ning along my npper gmns, The whole arrangement was a 
masteipiece of comfort, and my canines were in perfect health. 
However, to gamish my secret puipose with a plausible pretezt, 
I told Dr. Quilty that, in hope of alleviating fadal neuralgia, 
I had dedded to have all my teeth remoyed. \\Tiat would a 
complete set of dentures cost? How long wnuld the process 
^e, assuming we fced our first appointment for some time 
in November? \Vhere was his famous nephew now? Would it 
be possible to hasn them all out in one diamatic session? 

A white-smocked, gray-haired man, with a crew cut and the 
big fiat cheeks of a jrahtidan. Dr. Qunty perched on the comer 
of his desk, one foot dreamfly and seductively roddng as he 
launched on a gloiious lorig-range plan. He would first provide 
me with prosisional pbtes until the gums settled. Tlien he 
s^nold make me a peimanent set. He would like to ha\-e a look 
at that mou& of minę. He wore perforated pied shoes. He had 
not \Tsited with the rascal sińce 1946, but supposed he could 
be found at his ancestral home, Grimm Road, not far from 
Parldngton. It was a noble dream. His foot rockcd, his gaxe 
was inspired. It would cost me aiound six bundied. He sug- 
gested he take measurements right away, and make the first set 
before starting operations. My mouth was to him a splendid 
cave fuli of priccless treasures, but I denied him entiance. 

I said. "Ou second thoughts, I shall ha\'e it all done 
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by Dr. Molnar. His price is higher, but be is of cpurse a much 
better dentist tban you.” 

I do not know if any of my readers wiH ever have a cbance 
to say tbat, It is a delicious dream feeling. Clare's unćle re- 
mained sitting on the desk, still looking dreamy, but his foot 
had stopped push-rocking the cradle of rosy anticipation. On 
the other hand, his nurse, a skeleton-thin, faded girl, with the 
tragic eyes of unsuccessful blondes, rushed after me so as to 
be able to slam the door in my wake. 

Push the magazine into the butt. Press home until you hear 
or feel the magazine catch engage. DelightfuUy snug. Capacity: 
eight cartridges. Fuli Blued. Aching to be discharged. 


A GAS STATiON ATTENDANT in Parldngton ezplained to me vety 
clearly how to get to Grimm Road. Wishing to be surę Quilt 7 
would be at home, I attempted to ring him up but leamed that 
his private telephone had recently been disconnected. Did that 
mean he was gone? I started to drive to Grimm Road, twelve 
miles north of the town. By that time night had eliminated 
most of the landscape and as I fohowed the narrow winding 
highway, a series of short posts, ghostly white, with reflectors, 
borrowed my own lights to indicate this or that curve. I could 
make out a dark valley on one side of the road and wooded 
slopes on the other, and in front of me, like derelict snów- 
flakes, moths drifted out of the blackness into my probing 
aura. At the twelfth mile, as foretold, a cuiiously hooded 
bridge sheathed me for a moment an^ beyond it, a wbite- 
washed rock loomed on the right, and a few car lengths further, 
on the same side, I tumed off the highway up giavelly Grimm 
Road. For a couple of minutes aD was dank, dark, dense foresL 
Then, Pavor Manor, a wooden house with a turret, arose in a 
circular clearing. Its Windows ^owed yeDow and red; its diive 
v/as cluttered with half a dozen cars. I stopped in the shelter 
of the trees and abohshed my lights to ponder the next move 
guietly. He would be surrounded by his henchmen and whores. 
I could not help seeing the inside of that festive and ram- 
shackle castle in teims of “Troubled Teens,” a story in one of 

266 


her magazines, \'ague “orgies/' a sinister adult with peńele ci- 
gar, drugs, bodyguards. At least, he was there. I would return 
in the toipid moming. 

Gently I roHed back to town, in that old faithful car ot 
minę whicb was serenely, almost cbeerfuHy working for me. 
My Lolital Tbere was still a three-year-old bobby pin bf 
hm in the depths of the ^oyc compartment. There was stifl 
that stream of pale moths aphoned out of the night by my 
headlights. Dark bams stilł propped themselves up heie and 
there by the roadside. People were still going to Óie movies. 
Whfle searching for night lodgings, I passed a drive-in. In 
a selenian gjow, truły mystical in its contiast with the moordess 
and maswn night, on a gigantic screen slanting away among 
dark drowsy fields, a thin phantom raised a gun, both he and 
his arm reduced to tremulous disbwater by the obliąue angle 
of that receding wodd,—and the next moment a row of trees 
shut off the gesticulation. 
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ILEFT Iksomkia. Lodge next moming aronnd eight and spent 
some time in Parldngton. Yisions.of bungling the execution 
kept obsessing me. ThinHng that peihaps the cartiidges in the 
automatic had gone stale during a week of inactivity, I re- 
nioved them and inserted a fresb batch. Such a thorough oD 
bath did I give Chum that now I could not get rid of the 
stuff. I ban^ged him up with a rag, hke a maimed Umb, and 
tised another rag to wrap up a handful of spaie buhets. 

A thunderstorm accompanied me most of the way back to 
Grimm Road, but when I reached Pavor Manor, the sun was 
Yisifalc again, buming like a man, and the faiids screamed in the 
drcnched and steaming trees. The claborate and decrepit house 
seemed to stand in a kind of daze, reflecting as łt were my own 
sta^ for I could not help rcalizing, as my fcet touched the 
springy and insecure ground, that I had ovcrdone the alcoholic 
Jtimulation business. 

A guardcdly ironie silcnce answered my beH. The garage, 
howm^r, ras loadcd m'th his car, a bbek com-ertible for the 
nonce. I tned the fcnocker. Re-nobody. With a petnlant snid, 
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I pushed the front door—and, how nice, it swung open as in 
a medieval faiiy tale. Having softly closed it behind me, I madę 
my way across a spacious and very ugly hall; peered into an ad- 
jacent drawing room; noticed a number of used glasses growing 
out of the carpet; decided that. master was still asleep in the 
master bedroom. 

So I trudged upstairs. My right hand clutched- muffled 
Chum in my pocket, my left patted the sticky banisters. Of 
the three bedrooms I inspected, one had obviously heen slept 
in that ni^t. There was a library fuli of flowers. There was a 
rather bare room with ample and deep mirrors and a polar bear 
skin on the slippery floor. There were stiD other rooms. A 
happy thought struck me. If and when master retunied from 
his constitutional in the woods, or emerged from some secret 
lair, it might be wńse for an unsteady gunman with a long 
job before him to prevent his playmate from locking himself 
up in a room. Conseąuently, for at least five minutes I went 
about—^lueidly insane, crazily calm, an enchanted and very 
tight hunter—tuming whatever keys in whatever locks there 
were and pocketing them with my free left hand. The house 
being an old one, had morę planned privacy than have modem 
glamour-boxes, where the bathroom, the only lockable locus, 
has to be used for the furtive needs of planned parenthood. 

Spealdng of bathrooms—I was about to visit a third one 
when master came out of it, leaving a brief waterfall behind 
him. The comer of a passage did not quite conceal me. Cray- 
faced, baggy-eyed, fluffily disheveled in a scanty balding way, 
but still perfectly recognizable, he swept by me in a purple 
bathrobe, very like one I had. He either did not notice me, or 
else dismissed me as some familiar and innocuous hallucina* 
tion—and, showing me his hairy calves, he proceeded, sleep- 
walker-wise, downstairs. I pocketed my last key and fohowed 
him into the entrance haU. He had half opened his mouth 
and the front door, to peer out through a surmy chink as one 
who thinks he has heard a half-hearted visitor ring and recede, 
Then, stin ignoring the raincoated phantasm that had stopped 
in midstairs, master walked into a cozy boudoir across the hall 
from the drawing room, through which—takang it easy, know- 
ing he was safe—now went away from him, and in a bar- 
adomed kitchen gingerly unwrapped dirty Chum, taking care 
not to leave any oD stains on the chrome—I think I got the 
WTong product, it was black and awfuHy messy. In my usual 
meticulous way, I transferred naked Chum to a dean recess 
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about me and madę for the little "boudoir. My step, as I say, 
iras springy—too springy perhaps for success. But my heart 
pounded with tiger joy, and I crunched a.cocktail glass under-. 
fooL 

Master met me in the Oriental parlor. 

"Now who are you?” he asked in a high hoarse voice, his 
hands thmst into his dressing-gown pockets, his eyes .fixing’ a 
point to the northeast of my head. "Are you by any chance 
Brew-ster?” 

By now it vras evident to everybody that he was in a fog and 
completely at my so< 2 lled mercy. I could enjoy myself. 

"TTiat’s right,” I answered suavely. "Je suis Monsieur Brus- 
tźre. Let us chat for a moment before we start.” 

He looked pleased. His smudgy mustache twitched, I re- 
moved my raincoat. I was wearing a black suit, a black shirt, 
no tie. We sat down in two easy chairs. 

‘Tou know,” he said, sciatching loudly his fieshy and gritty 
gray cheek and showing his smali pearly teeth in a crooked 
grin, "you don’t look .l^e Jack Brew-ster. I mean, the resem- 
blance is not particularly strildng. Somebody told me he had 
a brother svith the same telephone company.” 

To hare him trapped, after those years of repentance and 
nge ... To look at the black hairs on the back of his pudgy 
hands . . . To^wander with a hundred eyes orer his purple 
silks and hirsute chest foreglimpsing the punctures, and mess, 
and musie of pain ... To know that this semi-animated, 
subhuman triefeter who had sodomized my darling—oh, my 
darling, this tos intolerable blissl 

"No, I am afraid I am neither of the Brewsten.” 

He cocked his head, looking morę pleased than e\’er. 

"Guess again, Punch.” 

"Ab," said Punch, “so 3 'ou has^e not come to bother me 
about those long-distance calls?” 

"You do malce them once in a whilc, don’t }'ou?” 

"Excuse me?” 

I said I had said I thought he had said he had nc\'cr— 

'Tcople,” he said, “pcople in generał, Tm not aceusing you, 
Bre\vstcr. but you know it's absurd the u-ay pcople in\-adc this 
damned house s\athout e\'en knocking. The}' u.«c the s^aferre, 
tlie}' USC the kitchen, tbc}’ use the telephone. Phil calls Phih- 
dclphia. Pat calls Patagonia. I refusc to pay. You has-c a funny 
accent, Captain.” 

“Suilt}',” I said, "do you recaB a little girl cahed Dolores 
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Haze, Doiły Haze? DoDy called Dolores, Colo?” 

“Surę, she may liave madę those calls, surę. Any place. 
Paradise, Wash., Heli Canyon. Who cares?” 

“i do, Quflty. You see, I am her father.” 

“Nonsense,” he said. “You are not. You are some foreign 
literary agent. A Frenchman once translated my Proud Flesh 
as La Fiertó de la Chair. Absurd.” 

“She was my chfld, Qunty.” 

In the State he was in he could not really be taken aback 
by anything, but his blustering manner was not quite convinc- 
ing. A sort of wary inkling Idndled his eyes into a semblance 
of life. They were immediately duhed again. 

“Pm very fond of children myself,” he said, “and fathers are 
among my best friends.” 

He tumed his head away, looking for something. He beat 
his pockets. He attempted to rise from his seat. 

“Down!” I said—apparently much louder than I intended. 

‘Tou need not roar at me,” he complained in his strange 
feminine manner. “I just wanted to smoke. Pm dying for a 
smoke.” 

'Tou’re dying anyway.” 

“Oh, chucks,” he said. ‘Y'ou begin to. borę me. What do 
you want? Are you French, mister? WooBy-woo-boo-are? LePs 
go to the barroomette and have a stiff— 

He saw the little dark weapon lying in my palm as if I were 
offering it to him. 

“Say!” he drawled (now imitating the underworld numb- 
skuH of movies), “thaPs a swell little gun you’ve got there. 
What d'you want for her?” ^ 

I slapped down his outstretched hand and he managed to 
knock over a box on a Iow table near him. It ejected a handful 
of cigarettes. 

“Here they are,” he said cheerfully. ‘Tou recaH Kipling: 
une femme est une femme, mais un Caporal est une cigarette? 
Now we need matches.” 

“Quilty," I said. “I want you to concentrate. You are going 
to die in a moment. The hereafter for all we know may be an 
etemal State of excruciating insanity. You smoked your last 
cigarette yesterday. Concentrate. Try to understand what is 
happening to you.” 

He kept taking the Drome cigarette apart and munching 
bits of it. 

"I am willing to try,” he said. ‘Y'ou are either Australian, or 
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a German refngee, Must you talk to me? Tłiis is a Gentne’s 
house, you know. Maybe, you’d better run along. And do stop 
demonśtiating that gun. Fye an old Stem-Lugei in the musie 
room." 

I pointed Chum at his slippered foot and crushed the trig- 
ger. It clicked. He looked at his foot, at the pistol, again at his 
fooL I madę another awful effort, and, with a lidiculously 
fceble and juyenile sound, it u'ent off. The buhet entered the 
thick pink rug, and I had the paralj-zing impression that it 
had mendy trickled in and might come out again. 

“See what I mean?” said QuQty. "You should be a little 
morę careful, Give me that.thing for ChrisFs sake.” 

He reached for it. I pushed him back into the chair. The 
rich )oy was waning. It rvas high time I destroyed him, but he 
must understand why he was being destroyed. His condition 
infected me, the weapon felt limp and clumsy in my hand. 

"Concentrate,” I sard, "on the thought of DoUy Haze whom 
you kidnaped —” 

‘T did notl” he cried. "You’re aH wet I sas-ed het from a 
beastly perverL Show me your badge instead of shooting at my 
foot, you ape, you. Where is that badge? Tm not responsible 
for the rapes of others. Absurd! That joy ride, I grant you, was 
a silly stunt but you got her back, didn’t jou? Come, lef s have 
a drink” 

I asked him whether he wanted to be executed sitting or 
standing. 

"Ah, let me think,” he said. “It is not an easy question. In- 
ddentally—-I mado a mistake. 'WTrich I sinccrcly regret. You 
sec, I had no fun with your Doiły. I am piactically impotent, 
to tell the mdancholy truth. And I pve her a splendid raca- 
tion. She met some rematkable pcople. Do you happen to 
know—” 

And with a tremendous lurch he feh ah over me, sending 
the pistol hurtling under a chest of drawers. Fortunatcly he 
was morę impetuous than dgorous, and I had little difficulty 
in shodng him back into his chair. 

He puSed a little and foldcd his arms on his chest. 

"Now youh^e done it," he said- “\^ous voiJ^ dans de bcaui 
draps. mon \aeux.” 

His Frcnch wus imprming. 

I looked around. Perhaps, if—^Perhaps I could—On my 
hands and knees? Risk it? 

"Alors, que fait-on?” he asked watching mc dosely, 
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I stooped. He did not move. I stooped Iower. 

“My dear sir/' he said, “stop trifling with life and death. I 
am a playwright. I have written tragedies, comedies, fantasies. 

I liave madę private movies out of Justme and other eight- 
eenth-century sexcapades. Tm the author of fifty-two successful 
scenarios, I know all the ropes. Let me handle this. There 
should be a poker somewhere, why don’t I fetch it, and then 
we'11 fish out your property.” 

Fussfly, busybodily, cunningly, he had risen again while he 
talked. I groped under the chest trying at the same time to 
keep an eye on him. AU of a sudden I noticed that he had 
noticed that I did not seem to have noticed Chum protruding 
from beneath the other comer of the chesŁ We feU to 
wrestling again. We roUed aU over the floor, in each othets 
arms, like two huge helpless children. He was naked and goat- 
ish under his robę, and I felt suffocated as he roUed over me. I 
roUed over him. We roUed over me. They roUed over him. We 
roUed over us. 

In its published form, this book is being read, I assume, in 
the first years of 2000 aj). (1935 plus eighty or ninety, live 
long, my love); and elderly readers, wiU surely recaU at this 
point the obligatory scene in the Westems of their childhood. 
Our tussle, however, lacked the 0 X'Stunning fisticuffs, the fly- 
ing fumiture, He and I were two large dummies, stuffed with 
dirty cotton and rags. It was a silent, soft, formless tussle on the 
part of the two Uterati, one of whom was utterly disorganized 
by a drug while the other was handicapped by a heart condition 
and too much gin. When at last I had possessed myself of my 
precious weapon, and the scenario writer had been reinstaUed 
in his Iow chair, both of us were panting as the cowman and 
the sheepman never do after their battle. 

I decided to inspect the pistol—our sweat might have 
spoiled something—and regain my wind before proceeding to 
the main item in the program. To fiU in the pause, I proposed 
he read his own sentence—in the poetical form I had given it 
The term “poetical justice” is one that may be most happfly 
used in this respect I handed him a neat typescript, 

“Yes,” he said, “splendid idea. Let me fetch my reading 
glasses” (he attempted to rise). 

“No.” 

“Just as you say. ShaU I read out loud?” 

‘Tes.” 

“Here goes. I see ifs in verse. 
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Becaase yon tool: adrantage of a sinner 
because you took advant3ge 
because yoa toob 

because you took adyantage of my disadvaiit 2 ge 

'‘That’s good, you know. Tbat^s damned good.” 

. , . -wben I stood Adam-naked 

before a federal kvr and aH its stinging stais 

"Ob, grand stuffi" 

. . , Because you toók adyantage of a sin 
wben I -was helpless moulting moist and tender 
hoping for tbe best 

dreaming of marriage in a monntain State 
aye of a litter of Lolitas . . . 

"Didn't get tbat." 

Becaase you took advantage of my inner 
essential innocence 
because you cbeated me— 

"A little repetitious, -wbat? Wbere -was I?" 

Because you ćheated mc of my redemption 

because you took 

ber at tbe age -wben lads 

play witb erector sets 

"Getting smutty, eh?” 

a btde downy girl still weaiing poppies 
stoi eating popcorn in tbe colored gloam 
where tanny Indians took paid croppers 
because you stole ber 

from ber wax-browed and dignified protcctor 

spitting into his heasy-lidded cyc 

ripping bis flas-id toga and at dawn 

leasing tbe hog to rob upon bis ncw diseomfort 

tbe av,-fulness of los-c and \iolcts 

remone dcspaii wbile vou 





took a duH doli to pieces 
, and ttrew its head away 
because of all you did 
because of all I did not 
you liave to die 

“Weil, sir, this is certainly a fine poem. Your best as far 
as I am concemed.” 

He folded and handed it bacie to me. 

I asked him if he had anything serious to say before dying. 
The automatic was again ready for use on tbe person. He 
looked at it and heaved a big sigh. 

“Now look here. Mac,” he said. “You are drunk and I am a 
sick man. Let us postpone the matter. I need ąuiet. I have to 
nurse my impotence. Friends are Corning in the aftemoon to 
take me to a gamę. This pistol-pacldng farce is becoming a 
frightful nuisance. We are men of the world, in everything— 
sex, free verse, marksmanship. If you bear me a gnidge, I am 
ready to make unusual amends. Even an old-fashioned ren- 
contre, sword or pistol, in Rio or elsewhere—^is not escluded. 
My memory and my eloąuence are not at their best today but 
really, my dear Mr. Humbert, you were not an ideał stepfather, 
and I did not force your little piotógóe to join me. It was she 
madę me remove her to a happier home. Tbis house is not as 
modem as that ranch we shared with dear friends. But it is 
roomy, cool in summer and winter, and in a word comfortable, 
so, sińce I intend retiring to England or Florence forever, I 
suggest you move in. It is yours, gratis. Under the condition 
you stop pointing at me that [he swore disgustingly] gun. By 
the way, I do not know if you care for the bizarre, but if you 
do, I can offer you, also gratis, as house pet, a rather exciting 
little freak, a young lady with three breasts, one a dandy, this 
is a rare and delightful marvel of naturę. Now soyons raison- 
nables. You will only wound me hideously and then rot in 
jail while I recuperate in a tropical setting. I promise you, 
Brewster, you wfll be happy here, with a magnificent ceUar, 
and all the royalties from my next play—I have not much at 
the bank right now but I propose to borrow—^you know, as the 
Bard said, with that cold in his head, to borrow and to borrow 
and to borrow. There are other advantages. We have -here 
a most reliable and bribable charwoman, a Mrs. Yibrissa—• 
curious name—^who comes from the yfllage twice a week, alas 
not today, she has daughters, granddaughters, a thing or two 
I know about the chief of police makes him my slave. I am a 

274 


playwright I have been caBed the American . Maeterlinck. 
Maeterlinck-Schmetterling, says I. Come'onl AU iiis is yery y; 
hmnfliating, and I am not surę I am doing the right tning. 

Ne\'er use herculamta with rum. Now drop that pistol like 
a good fellow. I Imew your dear -wife-slightly, You may use 
my wardrobe. Oh, anotiner thing—you aie gomg to Uke this. I 
have an absolutely uniąue coHection of erotica upstairs. Just 
to mention one item: the in folio de-luxe Bagration Island by L 
the ccplorer and psychoanalyst Melarne Weiss, a remarkable ji 
lady, a remarkable work—drop that gun—^with photographs 
of eight hundred and something małe organs she examined f; 
and measured in 1932 on Bagration, in the Barda Sea, very k 
illuminating graphs, plotted with love under pleasant skies— p 

drop that gun—and moreover I can arrange for you to attend ; 
erecutions, not everybody knows that the ćhair is painted V 
yehow —” - ij 

Feu. This time I hit something hard. I hit the back of a p 

black rocldng chair, not unlike Doiły Schiller’s—^my buHet hit j; 

the inside surface of its back whereupon it immediately went i! 
into a roddng act, so fast and with such zest that any one . . pi 
Corning into ttie room might have been flabbergasted by the i; 
double miracle: that chair roddng in a panie aH by itsel^ and ; 
the aimchair, where my purple target had just been, now .void ; 
of aH live contenL Wiggling his fingers in the air, with a rapid 
heaso of his rump, he flashed into the musie room and the [ 
nert second wo were tugging and gasping on both sides of the : 
door which had a key I had o\’erlooked. I won again, and with 
another abrupt movement Clare the Impredictable sat down 
before the piano and played se\’eral atrociously \igorous fun- ; 
damentally hysterical, plangent chords, his jowls qnivering, his ; 
spread hands tenscly plunging, and his nostiils emitting the J 
soundtrack snorts which had been absent from our fight. Still 
singing those impossible sonorities, he madę a futilc attempt ■ 
to open with his foot a land of seaman’s chest near the piano. 

My next bullet caught him somewhere in the side, and he i 
from his chair higher and higher, like old, gray, mad 
Nijinski, like Old Faithful, like some old nightmare of minę, 
to a phenomcnal altitude, or so it seemed, as he rent the [ 

air—-still shaking ^^^th the rich blade musie—head thrown P 

back in a howl, hand pressed to his brow, and with his other 
hand dutching his armpit as if stung by a homet, down he 
came on his hecls and, again a normal rol^d man, seurried out 
into the hall. 

I see mysclf Mowing him through the hall, with a Idnd of 




double, triple, Icangaroo fump, remaining ąnite straiglit on 
straight legs wbfle bouncing up twice in his wake, and then 
bouncihg between him and the front door in a ballet-like stiS 
bounce, with the purpose of heading him off, sińce the door 
was not properly closed. 

Suddenly dignified, and somewhat morose, he started to 
walk up the broad stairs, and, shifting my position, but not 
actuaUy following him up the steps, I fired three or four times 
in ąuick succession, wounding him at every blaze; and every 
time I did it to him, that horrible thing to him, his face would 
twitch in an absurd clownish maimer, as if he were exaggerat- 
ing the pain; he slowed down, roUed his eyes half closing 
them and madę a feminine “ahl” and he shivered eveiy time 
a bullet hit him as if I were tickling him, and every time I 
got him with those slow, clumsy, blind bullets of minę, he 
would say under his breath, with a phoney British accent— 
aU the whfle dreadfully h^dtching, shivering, smirking, but 
withal talking in a curiously detached and even amiable man- 
ner: “Ah, that hurts, sir, enoughl Ab, that hurts atrocionsly, 
my dear feUow. I pray you, desist. Ah—^very painful, very 
painful, indeed . . . God! Hah! This is abominable, you 
should really not—” His voice trailed off as he reached the 
landing, but he steadily walked on despite all the lead I had 
lodged in his bloated body—and in distress, in dismay, I 
understood that far from killing him I was injecting spurts 
of energy into the poor feUow, as if the bullets had been 
capsules wherein a heady elbdr danced. ^ , 

I reloaded the thing with hands that were black and bloody 
—had touched something he had anointed with his thick 
gore. Then I rejoined him upstairs, the keys jangling in my 
pockets like gold, 

He was trudging from room to room, bleeding majestically, 
trying to find an open window, shaking his head, and still try- 
ing to talk me out of murder. I took aim at his head, and he 
retired to the master bedroom with a burst of royal purple 
where his ear had been. 

“Get out, get out of here,” he said coughing and spitting; 
and in a nightmare of wonder, I saw this blood-spattered but 
stfl] buoyant person get into his bed and wrap himself up in 
the chaotic bedclothes. I hit him at very close rangę through 
Ae blankets, and then he lay back, and a big pink bubble with 
juvenile connotations formed on his lips, grew to the size of 
a toy balloon, and vanished. 
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I may Iiave lost contact with reality for a ^econd or two—oh, 
nothmg of the I-just-blached-ont sort that your common crimi- 
nal enacts; on the contrary, I v?ant to stress the fact that I was 
responsihle for evety shed drop of his bubbleblood; but a land 
of momentary shift occurred as if I were m the connubial bed- 
loom, and Charlotte were sick in bed. Qaflty was a very sick 
man, I held one of his slippers instead of the pistol—I was sit- 
ting on the pistol. Then I madę myself a little morę comfort- 
able in the chair near the bed, and consulted my wrist watch. 
The ciystal was gone but it ticked. The whole sad business 
had taken morę fcn an hour. He was ąuiet at lasŁ Far from 
feeling any relief, a burden even weightier than the one I had 
hoped to get rid of was with me, upon me, over me. I could 
not bring myself to touch him in order to make surę he was 
reaUy dead. He looked it: a quarter of his face gone, and two 
flies beside themselves with a dawning sense of unbelievable 
luck. My hands were hardly in better condition than his. I 
washed up as best I could in the adjacent bathroom. Now I 
could leave. As I emerged on the landing, I was amazed to 
discover that a vivacious buzz I had just been dismissing as a 
mere sin^ng in my ears was reaUy a medley of voices and 
radio musie coraing from the downstairs drawing room. 

I found there a number of people who apparently had jurt 
arrived and were cheerfully drinldng Quilty’s liquor. There was 
a fat man in an easy chair; and two dark-haired pale young 
beauties, sisters no doubt, big one and smali one (almost a 
child}, demurely sat side by side on a davenpoTt. A florid-faced 
fellow with sapphire-blue eyes was in the act of bringing two 
glasses out of the bar-bke Idtchen, where two or three women 
were chatting and chinking ice. I stopped in the doorway and 
said: ‘T have just lalled Clare Quilty.” “Good for you,” said 
the florid fellow as he offered one of the drinks to the elder 
gid. “Somebody ought to have done it long ago,” remarked 
the fat man. “What does he say. Tony?” asked a faded blonde 
bom the bar. "He says," answered the florid fellow, "he has 
killed Cue.” "Weil,” said another unidentified man rising in 
a comer where he had been crouching to inspect some records, 
I guess we all should do it to him some day.” "An3rway,” said 
Tony, ‘'he'd better come dowm. We can’t wait for him much 
Iong(u if we want to go to that gamę.’' "Give this man a drink 
someb^y,” said the fat person. "Want a beer?" said a woman 
m slacks, showing it to me from afiar. 

Only the two girls on the da\'enport, both wearing black, 
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the younger fingering a bright something about ber wbite 
neck, only Ibey said notbing, but just smiled on, so young, śo 
lewd. As tbe musie paused for a moment, tbere was a sudden 
noise on tbe stairs. Tony and I stepped out into tbe bab. 
Quilty of all people bad managed to crawl out ónto tbe land- 
ing, and tbere we could see bim, flapping and beaving, tben 
subsiding, forever tbis time, in a purple beap. 

^Tlurry up, Cue-,” said Tony witb a laugb. “I beueve, bes 
stfll—” He retumed to tbe drawing room, musie drowned tbe 
rest of tbe sentence. ' , 

Tbis, I said to myself, was tbe end of the ingenious play 
staged for me by Quilty. Wiib a heavy heart I left the house 
and walked througb the spotted blaze of the sun to my ca^ 
Two other cars were parked on both sides of it, and I bad 
some trouble sąueezing ouL 


The REST is a little flattisb and faded. Slowly I drove downhib, 
and presently found myself going at the same lazy pace in a 
direction opposite to Parkington. I bad left my raincoat in the 
boudoir and Chum in the bathroom. No, it was not a house 
I would have liked to bve in. I wondered idly if some surgeon 
of genius might not alter his own career, and perhaps the whole 
destiny of manldnd, by reviving ąuilted Quilty, Clare Obscure. 
Not that I cared; on the whole I wisbed to forget the whole 
mess—^and when I did leam be was dead, the only satisfaction 
it gave me, was the rebef of knowing I need not mentally ac- 
company for months a painful and disgusting convalescence 
interrupted by ab kinds of unmentionable opeiations and re- 
lapses, and perhaps an actual visit from bim, witb trouble on 
my part to rationalize bim as not being a gbost. Thomas bad 
something. It is strange that th^tactile sense, which is so 
infiintcly less precious to men than sight^ becomes at critical 
moments our main, if not only, handle to reality. I was ab 
covered witb Quflly—^with the fed of that tumbie beforc 
the bleeding. 

The road now stretched across open country, and it oceurred 
to me—not by way of protest, not as a symbol, or anytfaing like 
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that, but merdy as a no\'el esperience—that sińce I had dis- 
legaided aH laws of bvimaiiity, I migbt as •weH disregard the 
niles of traffic. So I crossed to the left side of the highway and 
checbed the feeling, and the feeling ^was good. It is-as a pleasant 
diaphragmal melting, with elements of diiEused tactility, all this 
enhanced by the thought that nothing could be nearer to the 
elimination of basie ph}’sical laws than deliberately dri\’ing on 
the mong side of the road. In a way, it V7as a \-ery spiritual itch. 
Gently, dreamily, not esceeding tv\'enty miles an hour, I dros-e 
on that queer minor side. Traffic was h'ghL Cars that now and 
then passed me on the side I had abandoned to them, honhed 
at me bmtally, Cars Corning towards me wobbled, swer\‘ed, and 
cried ont in fear. Presently I found myself approaching pop- 
nlated places. Passing through a red h’ght was like a sip of for- 
bidden Burgundy when I was a chfld. Meanwhile complica- 
tions were arising. I was being followed and escorted. Then in 
front of me I saw two cars pladng themselves in such a man- 
ner as to completely błock my way, With a graceful movement 
I tumed off the road, and after two or three big bounces, rode 
up a grassy slope, among surprised cows, and there I came to 
a gende rocking stop. A land of thoughtful Hegelian sjmthesis 
linking up two dead women. 

I was soon to be taken out of the car (Hi, Melmoth, thanks 
a lot, old fdłow)—and was, indeed, looking forward to sur* 
render myself to many hands, without doing anjlhing to 
cooperate, while thej' moYed and carried mc, relascd, com- 
fortable, surrendering m>-self łaziły, bkc a patient, and do* 
risang an eerie enjojment from my limpness and the absolutcly 
reliable support given me by the police and the ambuhnsc 
people. And while I was waiting for them to run up to mc 
on the high slope, I <n'oked a last mirage of wonder and hope- 
lessness. One day, soon after her disappearancc. an attac); cf 
abominahle nausea forced me to puli upon the ghoTt cf .m 
old mountain road that now accompanied, r-ow traYCTS-. ri r. 
brand new highway, wath its popubtion of a.'lcn bathinr; in 
the dctached warmth of a pale-bluc aftemoan in lite junor.tr. 
After coughing myself insidc out I resied a while cn a b--,;h 
der, and "then, thinldng the r.vcct air minht do mr 
walkcd a little way towaid a Iow stene parapet on lite prrw.ntoa 
side of the highway. Smali cmsrhoppers .'purted ca; of thr 
Ycithcrcd roadsidc weeds. A \‘cr.' h.rht clr.nr. war rpt;e'r^:'r 
arms and mowng toward a slinhtly moro • 

łonging to another, incrc slurańh. beaAcnlcpęa- .. 
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I appróaclied the friendly abyss, I grew aware of melodious. 
unity of sounds rising lilce vapor from a smali mining towa 
that lay at my feet, in a fold of the valley. One could make 
out the geometry of the streets between bloclcs of red and gray 
roofs, and green puffs of trees, and a serpentine stream, and 
the rich, ore-like glitter of the city dump, and beyond ihe 
town, roads crisscrossing the cra 2 y quilt of darb and pale 
fields, and behind it all, great timbered mountains. But even 
bri^ter than those ąuietly rejoicing colors—for there are 
colors and shades that seem to enjoy themselves in good com¬ 
pany—^both brighter and dreamier to the ear than they were 
to tbe eye, was that vapory yibration of accumulated sounds 
that never ceased for a moment, as it rosę to the lip of 
granite where I stood wiping my foul mouth. And soon I 
realized that all these sounds were of one naturę, that no 
other sounds but these came from the streets of the trans¬ 
parent town, with the women at home and the men away. 
Readerl What I heard was but the melody of chlldren at play, 
nothing but that, and so hmpid was the air that within this 
vapor of blended voices, majestic and minutę, remote and 
magicaUy near, frank and divinely em'gmatic—one could hear 
now and then, as if released, an almost articulate spurt of vivid 
laughter, or the crack of a bab or the clatter of a toy wagon, 
but it was aU really too far for the eye to distinguish any 
movement in the hghtly etched streets. I stood listening to 
that musical yibration from my lofty slope, to those flashes 
of separate cries with a kind of demure murmur for back- 
groimd, and then I knew that the hopelessly poignant thing 
was not Lolita’s absence from my side, but the absence of her 
yoice from that concord. 

This then is my story, I have reread iL It has bits of marrow 
sticking to it, and blood, and beautiful bright-green flies. At 
this or that twist of it I feel my slippery self eluding me, glid- 
ing into deeper and darker waters than I care to probe. I have 
camouflaged what I could so as not to hurt people. And I have 
toyed with many pseudonyms for myself before I hit on a 
parhcularly apt one. There are in my notes “Otto Otto” and 
“Mesmer Mesmer” and “Lambert Lambert,” but for some 
reason I thmk my choice expresseS the nastiness besL 

Whcn I ^rted, fifty-six days ago, to write Lolitz, first in the 
psychopathic y/ard for observation, and then in this weH- 
heated, albeit tombal, seclusion, I thought I would use these 
notes in toto at my trial, to save not my head, of course, but 
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my sod. In mid-composition, howCTcr, I realized that I coald 
not paiade Iiving Lolifa, I still may use parts of this memoir in 
henneh'c sessions, but pubHcation is to be deferred. 

For reasons that may appear morę ob^ious than they really 
are, I am opposed to Capital punisbment; tbis attitude mil be, 
I trust, shared by the sentendng judge. Had I come before 
myself, I would have given Humbert at least thirty-five years 
for rape, and dismissed the rest of the charges. But e\'en so. 
Doby Schiller will probably sun-h-e me by many years. The 
foUowing decision I make with aH the legał impact and support 
of a signed testament: I wish this memoir to be published 
onlf when Lolita is no longer alive. 

Tbus, neither of us is alive when the reader opens this book. 
But whfle the blood still throbs through my v.Titing band, you 
are still as much part of blessed matter as I am, and I can still 
talk to you from here to Alaska. Be true to your Dick. Do not 
let other fellows touch you. Do not talk to strangers. I hope 
you wiU Iove your baby. I hope it will be a boy. That husband 
of yours, I hope, will alwuj-s treat you well, because othcrwise 
my specter shaD come at him, like bbck smoke, like a de- 
mented giant, and puli him apart nen-e by nerre. .^nd do not 
pit}' C. Q. One had to choose betn^een him and H. H., and one 
wanted H. H. to erist at least a couple of months longer. so 
as to ha\e him make you live in the minds of latcr gencrations. 
I am thinking of aurochs and angels, the secrct of durablc pig- 
ments, prophetic sonnets, the rcfuge of art. And this is the 
only immortality you and I may sbare, my Lolita- 


Yladimir Nabokov 

on a book eutitled Lolita 


Aftek doing my impersonation of suave John Ray, the char- 
acter in Lolita -who pens the Foreword, any comments coming 
straight from me may stńke one—^may strike me, in fact— 
as an impersonation of Ykdimir Nahokov tahdng ahout his 
own hook. A few points, however, have to be discussed; and 
the autobiographic device may induce mimie and model to 
blend. ' 

Teachers of Literaturę are apt to think up such problems 
as “What is the author’s purpose?” or still worse “What is 
the guy trying to say?” Now, I happen to be the kind of author 
who in st^ng to work on a book has no other pnrpose than 
to get rid of that book and who, when asked to explain its 
origin and growth, has to rely on such ancient terms as Inter- 
reaction of Inspiration and Combination—^which, I admit, 
sounds like a conjurer esplaining one trick by performing 
another. 

The first little throb of Lolita went throngh me late in 1939 
or early in 1940, in Paris, at a time when I was laid up with a 
se\’ere attack of intercostal neuralgia. As far as I can recaH, 
the initial shiver of inspiration was somehow prompted by a 
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nCT-spaper stoiy abont an ape in the Jardin des Plantes T,-bo, 
after months of coasing by a scientist, produced the first 
diawing ever charcoaled by an animal; this sbetch showed the 
bars of the poor creatnre’s cage. The impulse I record had no 
textual connection with the ensuing tiain of thought, which 
resulted, hcnawer, in a prototype of my present novel, a short 
story some thirt}’ pages long. I VrTOte it in Russian, the lan- 
guage in which I had been writing no\-eTs sińce 1924 (the bcst 
of these are not translated into English, and aH are prohibited J 
for political reasons in Russia). The man was a Central j 
European, the anonymons n>-mphet was French, and the loci | 

were Paris and Provence. I had him many the little girPs sick j 

mother who soon died, and after a thwarted attempt to take t 

adrantage of the orphan in a hotel room, Arthur (for that was * 

his name) threw himself under the whcels of a truck. I rcad j 
the story one blue-papered wartime night to a group of friends 
—^^^ark Aldanos', two social re\’olub‘onaries, and a woman : 
doctor; but I was not pleased with the thing and destroyed j 

it sometime after mosing to America in 1940. } 

Around 1949, in Ithaca, upstate New York, the throbbing, j 

which had ne\’er quite ceased, began to plague mc aęnin. | 

Combination joined inspiration with fresh zest and involvcd j 

mc in a new treatment of the theme, this time in English—the | 

language of my first gowemess in St. Petersburg, circa 1905. a 5 

Miss ^chel Home. The nymphet, now wath a dash of Irish ! 

blood, was reaUy much the same lass, and the barie marrying' 5 

her-mother idea also subsisted; but otherwase the thing was } 

new and had grown in sceret the cbws and wings of a nnvcl. j. 

The book dcsclopcd slowh', with many intcmiptions and | 

asides. It had tal:en me somc forty ycars to invcnt Rnss-.a rr.d i 

Western Europę, and now I was faccd by the tnsk cf '.n\cnt-.ng , 

America. The obtaining of such local ingrcdicr.ts a' wrind | 

allow me to inject a modicum of arerage "tcality” -'one rf the I- 

fcw words which mean nothing wilhout ąuotcs) intn thrjnc w | 

of indiridual fanty, proscd at fifty a much mrre d;*::.".: t 
process than it had been in tlie Europę of my yo-.ith ; 

Tcceptiscness and retention were at thcir .-.ntrm. trr 
Other books intenened. Oncc or twicc I w-.>. cn r p ;r.t \ 
of buming the unfinhhcd draft and had c.'-rneu ;nv n ; 

Dark as far as Uic shadow of the leming mc.nrrrt^ t or s. r ; 
mnocent kiwn, whrn I wws stopped b;.- thr t t o 

ghost of the destroyed book w-ouid bauat in;- Ł.r: fr: tnr :r'. 
of my lifc. i 


Every summer my wife and I go butterfly hunting. The 
specimens are deposited at scientific institutions, such as the 
Museum of Comparative Zoology at Hamrd or the Comell 
University collection. The locality labels pinned under these 
butterflies will be a boon to some twenty-first-centuiy scholar 
•with a taste for recondite biography. It was at such of our 
headąuarters as TeDuride, Colorado; Afton, Wyoming; Portal, 
Arizona; and Ashland, Oregon, that LoJita was energetically 
resumed in the evenings or on cloudy days. I finished copying 
the thing out in longhand in the spring of 1954, and at once 
began casting around for a publisher. 

At first, on the advice of a wary old friend, I was meek 
enough to stipulate that the book be brought out anony- 
mously. I doubt that I shaE ever regret that soon afterwards, 
realizing how hkely a mask was to betray my own cause, I 
decided to sign Lolita. The four American publishers. W, X, 
Y, Z, who in tum were offered the typescript and had their 
readers glance at it, were shocked by Lolita to a degree that 
even my wary old friend FJ*. had not ezpected. 

Whfle it is tme that in ancient Europę, and weh into the 
eighteenth centuiy (obvious examples come from France), 
dehherate lewdness was not inconsistent with flashes of com- 
edy, or vigorous satire, or even the verve of a fine poet in a 
wanton mood, it is also tnie that in modem times the term 
“poraography" ćonnotes mediocrity, cornmerciahsm, and 
certain strict rules of narration. Obscenity must be mated with 
banality because every kind of aesthetic enjoyment has to be 
entirely replaced by simple sexual stimulation which demands 
the traditional word for direct action upon the patient. Old 
rigid rules must be foUowed by the pomographer in order to 
have his jiatient feel the same security of satisfaction as, for 
ezample, fens of detective stories feel—stories where, if you 
do not watch out, the real murderer may tura out to be, to 
the fan's disgust, artistic originality (who for instance would 
want a detective story without a single dialogue in it?). Thus, 
in poraographic novels, action has to be limited to the cop- 
ulatión of clichćs. Style, stmcture, imagery should never dis- 
tract the reader from his tepid lusŁ The novel must consist 
of an altemation of sexual scenes. The passages in between 
rnust bc reduced to sutures of sense, logical bridges of the 
simplest design, brief ezpositions and ezplanations, which the 
reader will probably skip but must know they exist in order 
not to feel cheated (a mentality stemming riom the routine 
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of ''true” faiiy tales in cTiildliood). Moreo^-er, the ssTnial 
scenes in the booh must foIlov/ a crescendo linę, with nevr 
^’ariations, new combinations, new sexes, and a steady incrcase 
in the number of participants (in a Sade play they cali the 
gardener in), and therefore the end of the book must be 
morę replete -with lewd lorę than the first chapters. 

Certain techniąues in the beginning of Lohta (Hvrmbert’s 
Journal, for erample) misled some of my first rcaders into 
assuming fliat this w-as going to be a lewd book. Thcj- C-t- 
pected the rising succession of erotic scenes; whcn thcse 
stopped, the readers stopped, too, and felt bored and let down. 
This, I suspect, is one of the reasons why not all the four 
firms read Óie typescript to the end. Whcther thes' found it 
pomographic or not did not intercst me. Thcir rcfusal to buy 
the book was based not on my treatment of the themc but 
on the theme itself, for there are at least thrcc thcmcs which 
are utterly taboo as far as most American publishers arc con- 
cemed. The two others are; a Negro-\Vhitc marriage which 
is a complete and glorious success resulHng in lots of children 
and grandchfldren; and the total atheist who livcs a happj' 
and useful life, and dies in his slccp at the age of 106. 

Somc of the reactions were veiy amusing; one rcader sup- 
gested that his firm might consider publication if I tumed 
my Lolita into a tn-eb-e-year-old lad and had him scduccd by 
Humbert, a farmer, in a barn, amidst gaunt and and sur- 
roundings, aH this set forth in short, strong, "rcalistic’' ren- 
tcnces (‘Tle acts crazje We all act craz}-, I guess. I guesn God 
acts craz)’.” Etc.). Although ci'ctybody should lb-'t 

I detest symbols and allegories (which is duc pirtly to my old 
feud with Freudian voodooism and p.irlly to my loathfnc cf 
generalizabons de\‘ised by litciary mj-thisis and sociolorńt'1. 
an othenrise intelligcnt reader who fiippcd tluouch the fint 
part described Lolita as "Old Europę dcbiuchinc yrr.rr. 
żimerica,” while another Eipper saw in it "^'enne 
dcb-auching old Europę." Publisher X. whore r.’t f '' 

bored nith Humbert that Ihc}' ncs-cr ęot bcs-er.d p.'rc 
had the naTvetć to writc mc that P."rt Ts''o was too Iror. 
lisher Y, on Uie other hand, rcąrcttcd th; ;c v.fr:’ no r’’*' ! 
pic in the book. Publisher Z said if bc p.nntcd hc er a 

I would go to jad. . 

No writer in a frcc country sbculd bc c.rpcrtr ■ 
about the cx.‘.ct dcmarcalion bftascfn th.r rcc.-.c,'-:' r; ; ; ■' 
sensual; this is prcpostcrou.s; I cm cnly r.r.w.uc 1 't c.- -'■'t 




emulate the accuracy of jud^ent of those who pose the 
fair young mammals pTiotograplied in magazines where the 
generał neckline is just Iow enougłi to proYohe a past niaster’s 
chudde and just higli enou^ not to make a postmaster 
frown. I presume there exist readers who find titillating the 
display of mnral words in those hopelessly banał and enormous 
novełs which arę typed out by the thumbs of tense mediocrities 
and called "powerful" and “stark” by the reyiewing hack. 
There are gentłe souls who would pronounce Lohta meaning- 
less because it does not teach them anything. I am neither a 
reader nor a writer of didactic fiction, and, despite Johti Ra/s 
assertion, Lolita has no morał in tow. For me a work of fiction 
exists ordy insofar as it affords me what I shall bluntly caU 
aesthetic błiss, that is a sense of being somehow, somewhere, 
connected with other States of being where art (curiosity, 
tendemess, kindness, ecstasy) is the norm. There are not 
many such books. Ali the rest is either topicał trash or what 
some cali the literaturę of Ideas, which very often is topical 
trash Corning in huge blocks of plaster that are carefully 
transmitted from age to age until somebody comes along with 
a hammer and takes a good crack at Balzac, at Gorki, at Mann, 

Another charge which some readers have madę is that Lolita 
is anti-American. This is something that pains me considerably 
morę than the idiotic accusation of immoiałity. Considerations 
of depth and perspective (a suburban ławn, a mountain 
meadow) led me to bufld a number of Nortb American sets. 
I needed a certain ezhilarating mflieu. Nothing is morę ex- 
hflarating than phflistine yulgarity. But in regard to philistine 
Yułgarity there is no intrinsic difiEerence between Palearctic 
manńers and Nearctic manners. Any proletarian from Chicago 
can be as bourgeois (in the Flaubertian sense) as a duke, I 
chose American motels instead of Swiss hotels or English inns 
only because I am trying to be an American writer and claim 
ordy the same rights that other American writers enjoy. On 
the other hand, my creature Humbert is a foreigner and an 
anarchist, and there are many things, besides nymphets, in 
which I disagree with him. And all my Russian readers know 
tiiat my old worlds—^Russian, British, German, French—are 
just as fantastic and personal as my new one is. 

Lest the little statement I am maldng here seem an airing of 
grudges, I must hasten to add that besides the lambs who read 
the^ tjT)escript of Lolita or its Olympia Press edition in a spirit 
of "Why did he have to write it?" or “Why should I read 
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about maniacs?” there have been a number of wise, sensitive, 
and stauncb people wbo undeistood my book mucb better 
tban Tcan crplain its mecbanism bere. 

Eveiy serious writer, I dare say, is av,-are of this or that pub- 
bshed book of his as of a constant comforting presence. Its 
pdot light is steadily buming somewhere in the basement and 
a mere touch applied to one’s private thcrmostat instantly 
results in a quiet little erplosion of familiar s^annth. This 
presence, this glow of the book in an e\-er accessible remote- 
ncss is a most companionable feeling, and the better the book 
has confoimed to its preSgured contour and color the amplcr 
and smoother it glows. But even so, thcrc are certain points, 
bjToads, favorite hollows that one es'okcs morę eagerly and 
enjoys morę ten'derly than the rest of one’s book. I havc not 
rcread LoUta sińce I went through the proofs in the wdntcr of 
1954 but I find it to be a dehghtful presence now that it 
ąuietly hangs about the house like a summer day which one 
knons to be bright behind the haze. And when I thus think 
of Lolita, I seem always to pick out for special delcctation s\ich 
images as Mr. Taxovich, or that class list of Ramsdalc School. 
or Charlotte saying "waterproof,” or Lolita in slow motion 
adsancing toward Humberfs gifts, or the pictures dccorating 
the stylizcd garret of Gaston Godin, or the Kasbeam barbc: 
(who cost me a month of work), or Lolita playing tennis, or 
the hospital at Elphinstonc, or pale, pregnant, bclos'cd, ir- 
retiiesable Doiły Schiller d>ing in Gray Star (the Capital lown 
of the book), or the tinkling sounds of the snllcy town Corn¬ 
ing up the mountain trail (on which I caucht Ihc fiist knnv.-n 
fcmale of Lycacides sublircns Nabokor). Tlicsc arc fhc ncn c'- 
of the norek These are the sceret points, the siibliminal co- 
ordinates by mcans of which the book is plotted—allhon.rh 
I realize veiy clcarly that thcsc and olhcr rccncs v,nk i; :- slim- 
med ovcr or not notieed, or ncs'cr c*.cn rearhed, by tla rr 
who begin rcading the book under the iinprcrsirn tint i; i; 
something on the lines of .\fcmoirs of a Wernan c f F.ka-rrrc 
or Les Amours dc Milord Gtor^it. Tliat my nosTl dor" cr;-- 
tain snrious allusions to the physinlr.Tie.d urres cf a r-rrsrrt 
is quitc truć. But after all \sx nic not chd.Ircn. r-; : ’ - ta 

iurcnile ddinąucnts. not English pnbhc b r rtiri 

a night of homosccual romp*- hr.s-c to tndwc tbe p;r; ; rf 
rcading the .\ncients in cxpi!;r.‘:trd 'ctrwn', 

It is childtsh to study a work of :n r rarr ; r--s- 

formation about a countn- pi r.b-rr.'. a cl- ' r r 



author. And yet one of my veiy few intimate friends, after 
readińg LoJita, was sincerely worried that I (II) should be 
living “among such depressing people”—^when the. only dis- 
comfort I reaUy experienced was to live in my worfehop 
among discarded limbs and unfinished torsos. 

After Olympia Press, in Paris, published the book, an 
American critic suggested that Lohta was the record of my 
love aJSair with the romantic novel. The substitution “English 
language” for “romantic novel” would make this elegant 
formula morę correct. But here I feel my voice rising to a 
much too strident pitch. Nonę of my American friends have 
read my Russian books and thus every appraisal on the strength 
of my English ones is bound to be out of focus. My priyate 
tragedy, which cannot, and indeed should not, be anybody’s 
concem, is that I had to abandon my natural.idiom, my un- 
trammeled, rich, and infinitely docile Russian tongue for a 
second-rate brand of English, devoid of any of those ap- 
paratuses—the baffling mirror, the black velvet backdrop, 
the implied asSociations and traditions—^which the native il- 
lusionist, frac-tails flying, can magically use to transcend the 
heritage in his own way. 


Noyember 12,1956 


THE END 

of a Crest Reprint by 
Yladimir Nabokoy 
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